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Dear ſpirit of refinement |! 


From where thou haſt choſen thy pure celeſtial 


dwelling deſcend ! 
From thee, bright form of innocence, 


= the brutal ſhadows that darken the boſom: of man, 


ine are the grand, the energetic, the inviſible; 
Thov art the 1 of the world ! | 
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O! T have dar'd to meditate on Death ! 
Compar d the millions that have gone before, 
With ages to come after! Feel reſolve 
Collected from neceſſity! To die! 

Is nothing; could I bid my ſoul be ill 

And huſh her fond W 


| E : Hi 8 ſhort ſpeech had delighted 

me when a boy. Dormoud ſmiled, 

and told me gallantly, he ſuppoſed 

1 ſhould appear like a futnmer-ſun, 
moſt ſplendid at my ſetting ; 3 took | 

his brimmer, and drank to Our 
8 next My meeting,” 


* 


'T he clock truck 3 night: 
was terrible! Wind and thunder al- 
Vor. IV. B ternately 
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ternately ſhook the battlements ; and 
lightening ſeemed to mix with the 
great ocean | We ſtood a few mo- 
ments at the window of Dormoud's 


elegant apartment, making obſerva- 
tions on this anger of the elements, 


when ſome perſon knocked at the 
door ; the Governor ſtepped into the 


_ paſſage, ſaid ſomething in a low voice, 


and returned. 


« Does the Chancellor le Tellier 


« ſuppoſe the inſurgents will dare 


« a ſecond attempt, Sir? Are they 
6 not ſufficiently diſcouraged by the 
60 ſuperiority of the King's forces, 
« and the. loyalty | of his ſub- 
cc “ jects FS: | 


© We think not ; a ſtrong league 
is forming; the Prince of Orange 
© is ſuſpected of an intention: to aid 
1 7153 1 the 
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© the Duke of B**#*#® ; and the Duke 
© of Savoy is highly irritated at the 
© inſults he has received from thoſe 
© he terms miniſterial Petit- Maitres— 
© With all their ill- timed valour they 


© are haſtening the fate of thoſe they 


© would preſerve. —It muſt be ſo— 


But the ſun will go his courſe to- 


© morrow as uſual.'— 

At the cloſe of this ambiguous 
ſentence, Dormoud ſhut the window, 
and led me from his apartment to 
go to the Hall of Execution. 


In following him, I paſſed the 
image of Louis the Juſt; beneath 
which, my dear faithleſs Emily had 
leaned on my boſom, protected by 
my honour. 


1 Caſting 


. 
„ 
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ternately ſhook the battlements ; and 
lightening ſeemed to mix with the 
great ocean We ſtood a few mo- 
ments at the window of Dormoud's 


elegant apartment, making obſerva- 
tions on this anger of the elements, 


when ſome perſon knocked at the 
door; the Governor ſtepped into the 


paſſage, ſaid ſomething in a low voice, 
n 


ce Does the Chascellor Is Tellier 


cr. ſuppoſe the inſurgents. will dare 
ce a ſecond attempt, Sir? Are they 


“ not. ſufficiently diſcouraged by the 
” ſuperiority, of the King's forces, 
« and the loyalty | of his ; | | 


4e "jects . 


We ak not a ſtrong league 
is forming:; the Prince of; Orange 


i 8 | N FO the 
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© the Duke of B**#*# ; and the Duke 
of Savoy is highly irritated at the 
© inſults he has received from thoſe 
© he terms miniſterial Petit. Maitres— 
© With all their ill- timed valour they 


are haſtening the fate of thoſe they 


© would preſerve.—It muſt be ſo— 
© But the ſun will go his courſe to- 
2 Morrow as uſual.'— 

Ar the cloſe of this ambiguous 
ſentence, Dormoud ſhut the window, 
and led me from his apartment to 
go to AY Hall of Execution. 


8 5 ee him, I paſſed the 
image of Louis the Juſt; beneath 
which, my dear faithleſs Emily had 
leaned on my boſom, protecion by 
my honour. 


Ba Caſting 


; g Fe «t 
—_ 
+ * 


I made no reply. 
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© Caſting up a melancholy look, I 
exclaimed— | 


* If thou wert conſcious of my 
te tenderneſs—of the ſacrifice I made, - 


« tears would iſſue from thy marble 
ce eyes! * 13 * - "RES Bi. 


3 To whom are you ſpeaking” (ſaid 
the Governor, turning quickly.) — 


'S; 


Either. he had - ordered filence 


throughout the Caſtle, and obliged 


eyery perſon to avoid the paſſages 
we were to Pals, or a ſupernatural 


horror reigned; not A  foot-ſtep, a 


whiſper ; nor even ax ſigh (but 
mine) was heard; yet I felt leſs 
terror than fancy had ſtruck me with 


in Aer the Marquis. fo 
| Full 
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Full of ſoft ideas, I was diffs 
ent to the complaiſance of Dormoud 
I cared not for any thing he meant 
to ſhew me. I had no delire to ſee 
the Hall of Execution; or the varied 
preparations made uſe of in deſtroy - 
ing the human race; but I awoke as 

if from a dream when he ſtopped 
at the very door behind the pillar, 
which opened with the great key Fam- 
mince had procured, and led towards 
my Father's dungeon We advanc- 
ed a fc paces along the gallery ; : 
I could fee the lamp burning on the 
black marble—the hour was awful 
Even the wretched, I fancied, were 
taſting repoſe. Dormoud did not 
continue to uſher me to the end of 
tbe gloomy paſſage, but ſtopped ſud- 
denly at a door on the right-hand— 
Come, on Henry, this is our way— 

be not diſcouraged 8 a 
23 7 
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It was dark! I tried to look for- 
ward, when he had thrown the door 
back on its heavy hinges—in vain! 
Not a particle of light invited my 
eyes; and, to increaſe my apprehen- 
fion as I put my foot on the ſtep to 
follow him through this impenetrable 
horror, J heard a noiſe near the dun- 
geon which held my injured Father ! 


'You who read my ſtory ! conceive 


my agony ! 


My blocd ran cold through every 
vein! The palpitation of my heart 
ſhortened my breath ! I ſhook ! Loſt 
my ſtrength, and caught hold of 


| Dormoud. 


= Are they murdering him !— 


Fg 


9 e whom ?' replied the 
Gover- 
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Goverhor, without the leaſt emo- 


tion or concern. 


* 


« 0 ! NIST ſhudder—" 


© Aye, I feel you do” (ſaid he 


-ealmly) and I am rather ſurprized 
at your being ſo eaſily alarmed ate 
ter being here ſo long“ 


14208 "TO" can wich for my foul! ! 

< jt is not for myſelf I feel! No; 

« J am. inured—T am doomed to 

& ſorrow ; yet, above my face, till 
« there i is.a | fomething here — 


C, N onſenſe- Follow me, there”: are 


lamps in the hall your fears are 
5 only born of darkneſs —Come, 


come; but make as little 1 as 
poffible — do not talk ſo loud.— 
- B 4 | Taking: 


as. 
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Taking me by the hand, he led 
me on. I obſerved he had not ſhut 
one of the doors as we entered. 


No matter—I can ſhut them as 


Ho return. 


We at laſt came to the Hall of 
13 was diſplayed the 
awful pomp of barbarous taſte. The 
cieling was lofty, the extent ſpacious, 


the pavement marble, and the walls 
terrific from recen aud. | 


5 


% BY 3 
No g en. on "earth, 1 believe, 


- materialiſes the Deity more than that 
of the Wen ae; 


On a tbrone was repreſented an 
old man, fitting in judgment, cloath- - 
ed with majeſty, crowned with glory, 
wi * murder. Beneath this 


Judge, 


won MY 
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judge, yawned the fiery jaws of 


purgatory, into which ſome of the 


holy ; fathers were feigned to plunge 


innumerable wretches; whilſt others 
were panting to draw them out as 
faſt as they could catch hold of them, 

without burning themſelves & 


The Virgin Mary was painted on the 


left hand —Young, exquiſitely hand- 


ſome, and very mereiful.— An Egyp- 
tian would have taken her for his 
Iſis; a Grecian fortchis Juno; and 
any wan, "of 5 58 05 other perſuaſion, 
might: hays: ien. ber for What he 
liked— | 


2 


> 


” Impious «furgiry of pant pride, 


10 levelling ALL 7. human em p- | 


tion! 8 


This was not a time for me to enu- 
2 g merate 
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merate the millions of trillions of 
inadequate notions men maintain of 
what they do not underſtand; I was 


conducted hither, that I might amuſe 


| myſelf with the play-things of Death. 


Dormoud .had hold of my arm 
(a -faſhion with many men, who 
would kiſs you and cut your throat) 
and we walked round the Hall. He 
planning pleaſures enough to laſt him 


a thouſand years I reading the tra- 


gical inſcriptions, with many valua- 


ble names, cut deep on the ebony- 


wainſcot. Dormoud rallied my ab- 
ſence of mind; but I drew him back 
and made him remark the following 
lines, which appeared to be ſcratched 
with ſome little pointed maroon] 


\ 


ou Pray lend me your uch Go⸗ 


vernor 


e . 2 [2 © EN oy N " * 
cc 8 — a dat A —— * ad 
PS, ART Hl HEIRS RE ES eee: ans * 
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cc yernor! I wiſh to copy them; 
5 they are elegantly mournful.“ 


- | The guards are gone l One um day is 


— 


mine, 
: oy: call home memory, and for death 
b * prepare, | 


< 'Tis terrible !—Ah ; how will Lodnor pine 
When home he hies, nor meets Maria. 
4 there. | | 


: => - 
n y {% 


br Bright fan! fink Sa not: on my . 
ddiſgrace! 
c Banners of freedom woo him from afar; - 


a © # þ 


And tho? thy breeze, Kind heav' a, ne'er faw. 


- 


% 


my face, 
5 0 guide my . thro? the dor 
0 war! 5 /1 . 


1 Pele is my 1 my Lodnor ur- ; 


6 mir'd; © 
| . Slow. beats the heart e by thy dear form 
: £5512 eee 
3 | No more by delicate affection fr'd, 
1 : My head ſhal} on thy manly 4-40 reſt 
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2 Should my wan ſhade eber croſs thy mental 


1 view, : 
Or, chance dire thee where I ſleeping 


: lie, 


"Y + Drop one ſoft tear! the with? King aur re- 


new. 


| © That hides Maria from thy faithful eye. 


1 „ Maria Dass, brought here in 


15 the morning, 2d March, - 1660, 
condemned in the evening of the 


© 9th to die. 8 125] 


Wh. Who was this bay, Governor? 


« What was her crime?” | 


Hs You muſt ak "Ke 1 fa- 
mily — diſgraced them by her 


A 


« poverty. "Theſe matters are tri- 
« fling—we never notice them.— 


Every execution is only a paſſing 
ſtroke. Come and ſit down - yon- 


bs der are ee, 5 the further end 
| 5 of 
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© of the Hall. The time is precious 
El cannot indulge you much 
* OY 22 

7 We went on. A black cloth I 
perceived was ſpread on the floor, 
the cuſhions were covered with black, 
and the lamps threw a diſmal hue on 
this part of the Hall. Here were 
the pincers, the diflocating wheel, 
the cord, the block, the axe, and 
the large goblet full of YH ow 
fon! 


© Be ſeated, Henry, we have com- 
© pany CO 


IT obeyed with een at the 
the Governor's mentioning company; 
and my amazement aroſe into horror, 
when I heard a found of trampling 
in the 3 which came nearer 

| towards 
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towards the Hall every moment. 
Riſing from my ſeat, I ſaid to Dor- 
moud, « Excuſe me, Governor, I. 
% would rather not witneſs an execu- 


e tion, ſome other erg I may 
e have more courage.” 


wm 


i 6 Pihaw Courage When was. 


© a man valiant till he ſaw the neceſ- 
4 60 of ny ſo 7 


My e was in a moment 
ended. My eyes were fixed towards 
the door, when three of the guards 
led in my Father! Caution, danger, 
even death was forgot. I ran to 


him; the ſoldiers, with their ſwords 
pointed, bad me ſtand off; and my 


Father would not notice me He 
* not a word. THT Dt: 


A bet filence followed: I MY 


ed 


* 
* 5 "none: 
2 N 
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ed at the guards, the Governor and 
my Father alternately. I wiſhed for 
an explanation yet dreaded to appeal 
ro elder PPT WT 


© You perceive, Henry (ſaid Dor- 
© moud) I cannot ſuffer you to de- 
part fo ſoon as you would. But 
© this gentleman” (pointing to my Fa- 
| ther) © is not quite ſo impatient ; and 
©. thoſe who are paſſive take but lit- 
© tletime or trouble. Guards unmaſk 


- © hin.” 


My Father was ſeated on one of 
the black cuſhions ; the maſk he wore 
was unbuckled from behind, taken 
off, and laid on the table; when the 
guards withdrew a few paces. 


Have you determined, Sir, on the 
| © manner 
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manner of dying pe (aid Darmoud to 
my Father. ) 
I have made no particular deter- 
© mination—the manner to me is im- 
F . material; it depends on you: 


* 


My heart 3 ſwelling bigh with: 
inconceivable anguiſh. My Father's. 
looks were meant. to encourage me— 


T underſtood them; but he was ſtill. 
filent, and ſhook his head when L 


attempted to ſpeak to him; his hope 7 


of-dying alone ſoon vaniſhed |! ! 


2 Henry? (continued 1 Gover- 
nor) what kind of death would you 
prefer among the . you. ſee 
R 


The block.” Ce Lk ,* 
It 
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* I's is very much at your ſervice— 
* you may Jay your neck on it at 
, 22 ee 


d Cold, obdurate, deliberate vil. 
” lain! Pp : 

c Tow loſe your philoſophy, Hen- 
ry, when you moſt need it! I fear 


were you to be allowed to think 


much more, your virtues would all 
follow ! Is it not friendly to ſend a 
man out of ſo wicked a world, with 
all his full blown virtues thick upon 
him? Lou have been faithful to 
my friendſhip, uſeful to my love, 
and loyal to my Sovereign — So, 


1 kneel.—Executioner, do your 


office. Or, (turning to my Father) 
< would you wiſh to go firſt, Sir,— 
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My Father aroſe from his ſeat to 
lay down his ſacred head on the 
fatal block! —It was too much! 

I ͤpreſſed him affectionately to my 
fluttering heart: intreated him to 
remain where he was, a few mo- 
ments, and earneſtly prayed Dormoud: 
to order my execution 1 


© Nay, that gentleman i. is the el 
der, and I doubt not the wiſer. 
© Politeneſs bids you give him the: 
« preference.” $2 | 


no Monſter ! 680 bea ſtand * 
c 1 have me behold my R 
6 murdered * 


SQ Henry ! 0 my en Fou 
7 are loſt . $A 


He cc ſay no more—1 im- 
plored the Governor — 


„ Pity him —Didſt thou ever 
6 Pity *? FN 


-” 
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« pity ?— Try to diſſolve thy frozen 
« barbarous nature !—Be a man only 
« for a few moments! I only aſk 
d thee to ſpare me the ſight of my Fa- 
te thers's dying agonies | Hadſt thou 
e never a father End me guards! 
«© Diſpatch me with a thouſand 
© wounds; but let me die before 
© my Father!” | 


* 


lt is over I have ne more to 
fear no more to conceal, Henry. 
It muſt not be! Have I not known 
a longer date of miſery? Is it not 
juſt that my career finiſh before my 
Son's? Am I not more wearied, 
more weakened, perhaps more ir- 
reſolute ? Permit me firſt to die !— 
Think how ſeldom I beg favours.” 


* 


N 


a «a 


+7" 


4 


© What doings are theſe !—Dor- 
moud! Thou art voluptuous even 
* in cruelty! Thou wouldſt drag 

forth 


"TY 


| PT 7 83 10 £0 r 
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&« forth. my ſoul, thou wouldſt ma- 


«© terialiſe it to lay it on thy rack! 

e Thou wouldſt mingle thy raptures 
* with all the mental horror my 
« mind can know How have I de- 


40 ſerved, that thou ſhouldſt ſo re- 


«fine torment ON ME 3 
<TONEC 313: Ji eee 


Let me ſee—here | is but e one me- 
© thod of doing ſo=y ou muſt both 


drink of this cup; and Your facul= 
© ties will, at an equal TRE, extin- 


* sf 
2 ene . 


ö c gui. £: 1 . 
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Be it as %% Re, Henry, 


(ala my Father, ta] ing me by the 


hand) © be. not diſcouraged! The 


« Spirits * of good men are through 


the world aſpiring after diſtant hap- 
* pineſs; and when life has thrown 
21 up all earthly enjoyments ; when 


c we have taſted of the whole ban 


* quet 


2 

OY 
1 
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quet which Nature hath prepared 
by her careful hand to feed the 
ſenſes, ſtill that Spirit is awake 
within. Still that Spirit is lan- 
guiſhing; we know not how to 
«© pratify it; we are ignorant even of- 
the nature of the bliſs after which 
it pines: conſequently, not finding 
enough in this orb, we pant to diſ- 
cover more; we purſue an EFFl- 
cizxr, that is capable. of full gra- 
tification ; nor will the ardent de- 
fire end, till ſpirit hath found its 
cauſe. Exalted by this idea ſo 


vaſt, ſo wonderful, and ſo infinite, 


- that it looks on through. . pace for 
288g WILL A "a ? 


„ Farewell f Farewell ! my noble 


405 Father !—yet let me one moment 


. hold you to my heart. Allow the 
"gl or. * aſt e your Henry will ſhed, to 
9 c fall 


* * % 
* 4 
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ce fall on your boſom It falls for 
cc You! 155 KY FT: 2% 


© Henty! ! my dear Henry ! Do not 
quite unman ME 17 5 2 


. Miy Mar my Father, in hap- 
ce pier regions, meet Four Elea- - Þ 
* 07:75 3 


He burſt into l was incon- 1 
ſiderate but Who could e been A 
collected? 85 | 

© Give me the cup! my Son pro- 
E longs my miſery.—He forgets him- 
ſelf—if he will not obey my pre- 
cepts, I will inſtruet him by my 
example. 


* Not yet! Not yet! one moment 
cc longer! Dormoud, thou mayſt 
6 | „ dne 


? 
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„„ one day aſk as much of hea- 


- 


ce ven!“ 


It may be ſo; but I ſhall never 


& © aſk for more than I want. 


c Give me the cop II will not 


c be diſobedient—My Father ſhall 


« drink firſt, if he reſolves it“ 


Dormoud gave me the poiſon— 
I raiſed my eyes to heaven, and im- 
plored my Creator to make death 
caſy to my Father. e 


0 Thou! whoſe innumerable 
6“ worlds have eternally rolled, and 
« will for ever roll around thee, 
“ look down, look down, and bleſs 
c my dying Father! He would own 


© thy care! bid thy angels hold 


« bim! cauſe his Spirit to come 
"TD 
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% to thee, and take me humbly to 
= thy mercy !” 


An awful filence was obſerved. 
Death inviſibly threw his terrors even 
on the hard heart of Dormoud ; 
and I: was-lifting the fatal draught 
to my lips, when one of the guards, 
who was ſtanding, with his back to- 
wards the door, fell : another was 


wounded from behind. I threw the 
poiſon i in the face of Dormoud, who * | 


had drawn his ſword, which I ſnatch- 
ed from him, blinded as he was, 


and reſolutely advanced towards the 


door with the hand of *. Father 
claſped in mine. 


— 67 will now die like one who 


« dares to ſell his life!“ 5 


Before 1 could Arike, five ſoldiers, | 


whom 
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whom I had never ſeen, entered the 
Hall of Execution. What was moſt 
remarkable, they held up their hands 
as a token of commanding filence : 


but the guards of the Caſtle, ob- 


ſtinztely reſiſting, were ſoon laid 
breathleſs on the marble pavement. 


Dormoud remained in a painful 
ſtate at the further end of the Hall ; 
the deadly potion had affected his 
fight : he knew not the nature of the 


conteſt, nor could he attend to it, 


ſo extreme was the ſmarting of his 
eyes occaſioned by the poiſon; and, 
by the time he was a little reſtored, 
he ſaw the guards of the Caſtle dead, 
and the Hall filled with ſoldiers, not 


one of whom had ſpoken a ſingle 


word: ſuch is frequently the valu- 


able effect of martial diſcipline. 


Vo I. IV. 1 | I wsa 


— ——————— 


faithful Malnor : the ſoldiers arrang- 
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IJ was equally, with Dormoud, at 


a loſs to know how this ſudden and 
wonderful adventure was to end; 


but, as I was convinced no fingle 
ſword could make any great havock 


on ſuch a number of men, who in- 


dividually ſeemed to poſſeſs as much 
bravery as myſelf, 1 waited with my 


Father the reſult. 


ind wace attempted to pull 
the cord of a bell, which I ſuppoſed 
would have alarmed the Caſtle ; bur 
one of the ſoldiers caught his arm, 
and pointed a ſword at his throat, ſo 
that finding himſelf not among his 
beſt friends, he was as quiet as my 
Father and me. 


Suſpence vaniſhed at the appear- | 
ance of the Marquis, followed by 
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ed themſelves, and we welcomed 


theſe noble friends with great but 


filent tranſport. The fate of Dor- 
moud ſeemed to depend on the judg- 
ment of men, whom he had deeply 
injured. He loſt his philoſophy as 
J had loſt mine; the love of plea- 


iure was damped, the moral virtues 


he had ſcorned through life were 
ſtrangers to him ; and, to take a re- 
troſpe& of the paſt, was enough te 
make him wiſh annihilation ; yet he 


| kneeled to the Marquis and implored 


his mercy ? Little could he expect! 
—little had he afforded the muſeras» 
ble. Obſerving the Marquis heſitat- 
ed, I ſeized the pauſe of humanity, 


and requeſted my deliverer not to 


take his life, or be bound to anſwer 
his Spirit at the throne of the Su- 
preme. 2 


C 2 RD 


— 
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© What can we do with ſo aban. 


4 doned, ſo finiſhed a villain? His 
abilities perverted, are forcible 
©. enough to corrupt a world.” 


. the world care for itſelf— 
< take not his life. My Father's 


c features are not known here. Buckle 


© the maſk he wore on the head of 
« Dormoud, wrap him in my Fa- 


«© ther's black robe, and leave him 
< bound; his tongue is ſweetly fa- 


& ſcinating—He will ſave himſelf. 


If not, he will only fall the victim 


© of a Sovereign he adores.” 


This metamorphoſis was ſoon com- 


pleated ; not exactly after the Pytha- 
gorean ſyſtem of change, yet I fan- 
cied my quondam Governor looked 


better than my Father in a maſk. 
+ | We 
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We had little time to fpare ; our 
party was ſtrong, but we wiſhed for 
no more work of death. 


& Farewell, Dormoud ! Take care 
& you never aſk for more than you 
& want; I cannot think you a cows 
* ard after having been here ſo long; 
© remember death is but a paſſing 


c 


4 


relationſhip to Royalty; you can 
but die when your artifice fails.” 


Dormoud was too ſullen to own re- 
morſe ſor what he had done; too cun- 
ning to reveal what he would do; 


and after binding him, that he might 


not touch the bell to alarm the Caſ- 
tle, before we were clear of it, we- 
left him to fill the character of the 
twin- brother of Louis XIV. | 
4, With 


c ſtroke remember to proteſt your 


— — 
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With ſo true a knowledge of man- 


kind; of its ignorance, credulity, its 


weak and various ſprings, fo eafily 
kept in play by a maſter-mind, I 
knew the life of Dormoud would 
never be the forfeit of his impru- 


dJdence—How far he had loſt liberty 


none could determine. 


The folemn filence obſerved by 


: the ſoldiers in entering the long gal- 


lery (the doors of which Dormoud 
had neglected to ſecure as he led me 
in) continued in repaſſing it. Mal- 


nor went firſt; he knew every avenue 


better than the wiſeſt of us; the 
Marquis, my Father, and myſelf 
were in the midſt. But a miracle, 
full of the deepeſt myſtery, could 
not have ſtruck me with more amaze- 
ment, than I felt at ſeeing Malnor 
deſcend into the ſubterraneous cell. 


My 
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My Father recolle&ed this diſmal 
chamber; the ſame in which poor 


Malnor and himſelf had been lodged 


where he had loſt the miniature of 


my Mother, five years fince, after” 


being hurried through a dreary vault, 
blown in the rock, and forming a 
horrid entry into the Caſtle, deep as 
its foundations, and ſecret as the 
dwellings of the dead ! 


Directed by Malnor, we crept on 
our knees through a ſmall door, and 
continued to ſteal our way along the 
paſſage, in which no ſight of ſpace 
or light could cheer us, it being cut 


through the earth and the boſom of 


the rock, at whoſe foot roared the 
Mediterranean ſea. 
* * * * # * 
HERE ends that part of my 
hiſtory begun in the Caſtle, 


th We 


— 
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| We at length hailed a glim,/ſe of 
day, as we looked forward ; and 
we hailed it with gratitude to him 
who gave it birth! Reinvigorated, 
we haſtened on ; even our reſpiration 
feemed more clear, and our limbs 
more alert—misfortunes and death 
are frequently occafioned by Fancy. 
When many human beings are 
thronged in darkneſs Fancy im- 
mediately raiſes the idea of ſuffo- 
cation; Fancy miſtakes the want of 
light for want of air, and the impa- 
tience ſhe raiſes by her terrors, ſhor- 
tens that breathing, in ctowded dark. 
neſs, which Self- collection and Pati- 
ehce would otherwiſe prolong. The 
confuſed and precipitate manner in 
which our party ruſhed on towards 
the light, taught me to reflect on 
the error of affrighted and 2 870 
fancy. 
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After many of us ſtumbling, ſome. 
falling, and their comrades jumping 


over them, (a ſcene which would 5 | 
have created laughter, could we have 1 | 
ſeen as well as we could hear) we: 1 
came out on the beach near half a 2 


mile from the Caſtle. Here a detach- 
ment waited for us, inſpired by the 
preſence of their brave commander, 
the Duke of B****, who claſped us. 
in his arms with all the ardor of una- 


bated affection! bl 


A long ſeries of calamity makes. 
the mind eloquent and the tongue 
mute. My- Father could not peak! 
He embraced the brother of his Ele- 
anora, while he remembered Elea- 


nora was loſt! 


I ſtood afide, that I might not in- 
terrupt their tears, which reciprocally 
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fell; and that I might conceal my 
own. Who would not have reſpect- 
ed the feelings of two noble minds, 
whoſe tenderneſs alleviated the ſuffer- 
ing of each other ? M 


My uncle addreſſed me with all 
the animation of an hero, whoſe ſoul. 
is vaſt in her deſires, | JP 


* Your country groans, young 
Henry | Your Father's captivity, 
© with the undeſerved miſeries of 
© many more of the nobleſſe, pro- 
© claim the fallen ſtate of France; 
and ſhall Tyranny ſhake with im- 
« punity. her ſcorpions into our bo- 
* ſoms? No! for the ſake of peace, 
© and the manifold bleſſings by which 
© jt is attended, we permit our young- 
er brother to fit where accident has 


placed him ; but we may teach him 
| public 
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public good. We may teach him 
that the private cruelties of which, 
perhaps, he is ignorant, while they 


are blots in the annals of his reign, 


may in the aggregate be redrefled,— 
To make a King fine, to make a 


King rich, to keep a King like an 


idol, ſhut up in gaudy palaces, 
to adore the pageantry, and to 
forget the man, ſhould not be 
be the pride of France. Nations 
frequently vie with each other in 
this ſlaviſh idea; but the buſineſs 
of a people is to look up to a King 
only as the full and neceſſary 
point of their own executive power: 
and the pride of a Monarch ſhould 
be to hear the- peaſantry of his 
kingdom blefs his moderation. I 


love your uncle Louis; 1 once ad- 


viſed him to mingle his happineſs 
with that of his ſubjects; he was 
then too tar Iwayed by paraſites; I 

C 6 1 
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© will yet preſerve him but 1 will 


© trample on the ſycophants by whom 
he is ſurrounded. : 


The Duke ſhot his fires into me; 
my boſom glowed, but my Father 
was averſe to war. Bred a recluſe, 


ſoftened by precept, gazing only on 


the radiance of the milder virtues, 


he valued a crown as he would a 


tennis-ball ; and ſhrunk with abhor- 


rence from that waſte of human life 
occaſioned by ambitious butchers. 
The Duke, he knew, to be highly 
generous, frank, ſincere, conſtantly 
adhering to the firſt grand princi- 
ple of human freedom: but ſenfible 
of the long and heavy train of pri- 
vate miſeries brought on by every 


violent change in the political hemi- 


ſphere. 
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It is a queſtion with me, bro- 
ther, whether you will not, in root- 
ing up one evil, give birth to many, 
(ſaid my Father) that your nation 
may be enſlaved I allow, but the 
million is ignorant of it; and yet, 
it is on the million the burthen of 
the ſtate muſt reſt; it is the mil- 
lion that muſt bear it on from age 


to age, through the broad way 


which leads quietly to oblivion ;. 
whilſt the few, the finer few, ſtand. 
by and judge with pity, labours 
impracticable to themſelves. Wil- 
lingly would they relieve! willingly 
would they take the burthen off a 
patient people! But who are to 
bear it? Not thoſe who yield to Me 
impreſſion of the day; not thoſe: 
who are ſturdy in language, luxu- 
rious in ſelf-delight, and patriotic 
in ſpeculation; not thoſe who 
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would paſs Agrarian laws, and. re- 
ſerve dictatorſhips. Then whom 
will you find to ſupport the pillars 
of ſtate, but the ſtrong, blind, 
obedient million? On whoſe rough 
© limbs the ſilken band of ſocial or- 
der appears to a microſcopic eye, 
© as a chain of ſlavery ?— The meta- 
« phyſician may deplore the natural 
neceſſity he is under, of preſſing 
out myriads of lives in every ſtep 
© he takes through the peaceful mea 
© dows—he cannot help it—as he 
« maves they die! But had he not 
* wandered over their vernal king. 
l dom, he would not innocently 
| * and, 1gnorantly.. have leſſened that. 
| © quantity of exquiſite life fo fine, 
l © that it requires not his aid, but his 
6 « forbearance; ſo does the ſpirit of. 
i Liberty, forced into motion, like 
© ſome vaſt unweildy bulk, overturn. 
| « by 
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© by its weight, and Koons not 
, why. 


oe Muſt we ſee and approve the 
c maſſacres of France?“ 


© The ſubjects of France maſſa- 


© cre each other no ſuch power lies. 


with a king—when a king leads a 


© maſſacre, himſelf is feeble,” 


« But the ſubjects of France may 
cc be better directed 


Ne tt the” national ſoul has acquired. 
© new energy. 


£ 1 !—we will inſtruct the 
King, the King may teach the peo- 
ple; yet, for many reaſons, I wiſh 
you nat to join with the Duke of 
Savoy, whoſe ſole view is aggran- 

diſement. 


88 
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© diſement, He muſt not even be 
© informed of your deliverance, 
which was my firſt motive for join · 
ing his force. The troops who 
have aſſiſted in accompliſhing this 
deſirable event, know not your 
quality; but ſhall find due re- 
ward.” | 


„ Oy Pa * 


N. 


& 'And' why, my Lord Duke (ſaid 
I haſtily) © may 1 not follow your 
c fortunes.?” 


© Becauſe, your lifè is precious, 
you may one day be dear to your 
country. I requeſt you to withdraw 
with your noble Father to the Abbé 
Dorovontes, in the Netherlands. 
The Abbe is our mutual friend ;. 
with him your waſted ſpirits will 
revive; you mill repole in ſecurity. 


You may not baniſh the tad images 
6. of. 
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of wounded memory ; but you will, 
by comparing the paſt, riſe invul- 
nerable to the arrows of Affliction. 
If Louis is wiſe, he will grant the 
ſubjects, ſo long oppreſſed and 
perſecuted by Le Tellier, and his 
i mplacable fon Louvois, honorable 
redreſs and ancient toleration. 1 
will write to him on this important 
topic ; and doubt not of viſiting you 
ſoon with the olive in my hand, 

and the tendereſt affection in my 
boſoin.— in 


Fa we yet purſued our route be- 


neath the hills and along the ſea- 


ſhore, I enquired of Malnor, by what 
ftrange. means he and the Marquis 
had found their way into the Caſtle ; 
for I was bewildered, in endeavour- 


| ing to judge ſuch a wonderful conca- 


tenation 
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a, 


* 


wo 


tenation of events. Manor repli- 
cd: 6 


© The potion J had given the Mar- 
quis, had not the effect we ſo much 
dreaded; 1 had ſome faint hope 


from his having drank but half the 


uſual quantity, you having ſtruck 
the ſecond cup from my hand; 1 
dared not flatter you when we de- 
parted, but by attention he re- 


vived. We procured diſguiſes from 


ſome peaſants, and the Marquis 


reſolved to rejoin the party belong- 


ing to the Duke of B****, We 
had travelled but a few miles, and 


were winding round the hills that 


we might avoid the towns, when 


we met the Duke accompanied by 
a gentleman, whom I did not know. 


The Marquis praiſed my fidelity ; 
the Duke {miled, and. called me 
« friend; 
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friend; my heart was ſoftened bY 
his kindneſs. I begged him to 
command me, and he promiſed 
to find me full employment. — 
We retired into the woods—the 
Duke's ſoldiers arrived in ſmall 
parties day and night, and after an 
interval of ſome months, -reſolved 
to ſurround the Caſtle. The firſt 
night we were repulſed ; on the ſe- 
cond, at the ſound of a trumpet, a 
ſortie was made from the gate of 
St. Petre, by the guards of the 
Caſtle, headed by Guimpiere. We 
killed the guards, and took the 
commander; the latter I was or- 
dered to conduct to our main body, 
while ſome of our party, I believe, 
entered through the gate of St: 
Petre, into the Caſtle, and brought 
off a lady, who was a priſoner 
there. | 
Where 
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« Where is that lady! Tell me, 
© my good friend !—” | 


And Kooks OY Duke may in- 
© form you,— 


<«< Well, well how came you to 
& return?“ | 


In ſearching Guimpiere, I found 
© the key of the ſolitary cell, the 
© door of which opens near the Hall 
« of Execution; we had little hope 
« of delivering you by force of arms, 
and I invited the Marquis to join 
bis fate with mine, by attempting 
to explore the dark vault, through 
« which I was conducted, many years. 
« fince, with your unfortunate Father. 
The Marquis received my propoſal 
with tranſport, and bleſſed the op- 


portunity which preſented itſelf to 
him 
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him of preſerving the life of a 
friend, to whom he was indebted 
for exiſtence, We got into the 
Caſtle three nights before the Mar- 
quis could ſpeak to you! I always 
remained in the cell to keep the 
means of eſcape ſecure: on the 


night of your deliverance, we be- 


came more reſolute, and returned 
with a party of our men, who were 


commanded not to ſpeak on pain of - 


death. We arrived in ſolemn fi- 
lence at the pillar where the Mar- 
quis had ſeen you on the night pre- 
ceding; found a door open, and 
entered that fatal gallery whence, 


few are known to come a ſecond 


time! Dead filence was preſerved ! 
we at laſt heard your voice—you 
know the reſt.” »« 


Cruelly 
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Cruelly as Emily had treated me, 
ſhe {till had an intereſt in my heart, I 
waited impatiently ſome happy mo- 
ment when I could ſpeak to the Duke 

concerning her: and he informed 
me, that a Lady, whom he had not 
ſeen, was in the night of the 28th inſt. 
freed from the Caſtle, and guarded 
by ſome of his choſen officers; among 
whom was one of her relatives to 
Frejus, from whence ſhe was to be 
forwarded to her parents and friends, 


This was a general account ; and 
I was obliged to be content. Every 
moment bore her further from me ; 
and. I ftrove to forget her, but in 
vain! Strange paſſion ! Strange power 
of imagination, never to be ſubdued 
by reaſon, @ 
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The Marquis had politely left me 
to converſe with my Father; and the 


Duke, hurried himſelf in directing 
the ſoldiery, and had marched for- 


ward. This was not ſatisfactory—1 
wiſhed to follow him, and explain my 


diſpoſal of his papers at the early pe. 


riod of my captivity, but as I was 
haſtening after him, my Uncle * 
me. — * 


* Yonder, my dear Henry” (ſaid 
_ © lies a veſlel at anchor, in which 

vou are to embark with your Fa- 
„ 


1 turned, and * 2 veſſel near the | 


a Duke continued: 


A voyage by ſea will be moſt 


« eligible—it is moſt ſecure you will 


encounter but one element; your 
| ”.. 


© their prey.” 


us to depart.— 
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© more mercileſs enemies will loſe 


My Father was averſe to the hor- 
rors of inſurrection, and would have 


| prevailed on the Duke to retire with 


him: I loudly remonſtrated, and 
would have remained with the Duke. 


My Father and myſelf, as objects of 
his anxiety, his exertiòn, and his 
care, could not, with delicacy, op- 
poſe his will; humanity, we were 


convinced, was the ſtrongeſt virtue of 


his ſou], never ceaſing to operate, and 


ever impelling him towards the victim 
of haughty power—and ſuch a man, 
we were confident, would rather re- 


tard, than promote a civil war. 
Mildly, but earneſtly, he requeſted 


© Depend 
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* Depend on me, my friends! I 
* will conveniently cure the wounds. 
© of our country—1I will watch Savoy, 
and adviſe the Elector only oblige. 
© me in this one inſtance—The mo- 
* ments are precious, delay may 
bring on your deſtruction and mine. 
1 ſhall act with more diligence, '"q 
© more eaſe, and more boldneſs, when Y 
you are ſafe—you are both helpleſs | 
objects of perſecution ; I—the ſtub-, 
© born oppoſer of tyranny : as ſuch, 
permit me yet to ſtand, whilſt I re- 


* commend you to the boſom of 
Friendſhip... 


La) 


1 ** 
— 


« But I wiſh to have ſome con- 
* verſation with the Marquis 
C DRY A&R. | 


EL. impoſſible, my dear nephew, 
for you to reach the top of yonder 
Vor, IV. D : © © hens 
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height, which you ſee the troops 
are at this moment aſcending, and 
return to this veſſel again before the 
ſun is quite ſet. The wind is now 
' favourable — be content — I will 
bring the Marquis with me; and 
we will fit round the hearth of the 
6 hoſpitable Dorovontes, relating the 
© ſorrows we have all paſt, and ſhar- 
© ing them in common—Embark, 
© Henry, let me intreat you to em- | 
© bark, leſt you again hurl your 
noble Father on that fate his ene- 
© mies have prepared for him.” 


„ 


„ Tell me but a little of my 
+ friend, my deliverer, the Mar- | 


« quis.” : A : : 


_ © He made a tour with me, when 
© I left the Court in diſguſt. His 
15 brother bore ps company, and we 
| | re- 
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© returned in different diſguiſes to 
France, on receiving a letter from 
Count de Marſan that your Father = 
© was not dead; the Marquis was 
© ſoon impriſoned as an emiſſary of 
© the Huguenot Party ; his brother, 
© in the habit of a prieſt, fared better. 
Myſelf, the miniſterial ſlaves did 
not happen to entrap; and, now I 

© have briefly told you the principal 
part of our ſtory, afford me one 
© embrace, and bid me a ſhort 
adieu,” | 
& Heaven forbid that I ſhould in- 
e dulge one wiſh or one deſire re- 
. £6, pugnant to your will! no; my 
„ heart melts with reverence, affec- 
* tion and gratitude—farewell, my 
* preſerver!— 3 


1 I could 
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I could ſay no more—1 held this 
good man to my boſom, and filently 
imploring Heaven to protect him, re- 
luctantly ſtepped into the boat, wh 
my face bathed 1 in tears. 


My Father, more a corrector of 
himſelf, more tried, and- more re- 
ſigned to the unſtable and fleeting 
happineſs of mortals, parted from the 
Duke with more firmneſs. The lat- 
ter paid back for my Father the tears 
1 hay ſhed for him. i 


: * kave ſuffered much, Henry' 
(ſaid the Duke to my Father) try to 
© ſuppreſs the horrid images of me- 
© mory—we ſhall meet again! Fare- 
Tj well —live for that —_— 7 

7M Father 1 his — 
— it to his lips; and, looking. 
; „ 
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at the Duke, fighed-heavily, and fol- 
lowed me on board. 


Soon the land leſſened on our view: 
our eyes were fixed on my Uncle; 
we ſaw him aſcend the hill he waved 
his handkerchief— we loſt ſight of 
him bebind the jutting rock - we 
again beheld him, reduced by diſtance 
to the apparent ſize of a bird. The 
veffel roſe on another wave, and we 
faw our deliverer no more. We made 
the Cap de. Creux, beat through the 
bay of Biſcay, and ran up the Loire, 
till we came to the ſmall market town 
of Paimbceuf, where veſſels of bur- 
then unlade their cargoes, that their 
eommercial articles may be con- 
veyed by ſmall craft to Nantes. We 
were prudent enough to avoid Nantes; 
many perſecuted Proteſtants had aſ- 

ſembled there, whilſt terror, diſcon- 
| „ tent 
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tent and ſuſpicion, cauſed every man 
to look fearfully at his neighbour, 
and ruſh by him in ſullen ſilence. 
Such are the ME of a k dpetio 
government, ; 


In eroſſing the country, we left the 
high-roads and principal towns; met 
with no adventure worthy relation ; ; 
and, when beyond Picardy, judged 
ourſelves beyond danger. 


Sufficiently wearied with the prace 
tice of duplicity, ever incorporate 
with external diſguiſe, and diſguſted 
with thoſe who are bufy from intrigue; 
and, who if ſincere, would be out of 

- employment ; we, after a route of 
five months, taſted the tranquil plea- | 


ſure of ſaluting the Abbe Dorovontes 
in a 6 ” * *. 5 


Doro- 
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Dorovontes had ſhared the confi- 
dence (I would have faid friendſhip, 
jf his acquaintance had not been a mi- 

niſter of ſtate) of Mazarin ;. and was 
highly reſpected by many of the old 
politicians, and even by Le Tellier ; 


5 but the latter had been ever deſpiſed 


by Dorovontes on account of the ſu- 
perſtitious zeal with which he kindled 
perſecutions againſt the Proteſtants. 
Even with court favour, Dorovontes. 
had the ſkill to ſet his philoſophy at 
play, and frequently won advantages 
for the people. He kept up a con- 
ſtant correſpondence with Le Men 
from his ſeat at * * * 4 

and would ſometimes boten the mo- 
roſe diſpoſition of the Chancellor by 
| deſcriptive poeſy, light compoſition, 
philoſophical tracts on foſſils, and the 
animal and vegetable world. With 


gentle ſatire he would. reprehend the 
D 4 vene- 


% 


* 


- * 


— 
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venerable mind, whoſe fires, from 
neceſſity were growing chaſtly-pale as 
the waning moon; whilſt ſtung at 
ſome moments. by ambition, avarice, 


or ſome ſtronger paſſion, that mind 
was raging to go back the flery courſe 


it had paſſed, and pining for po 
ſures it muſt taſte no more. 

His acquaintances, bie e moſt 
of them older than himſelf, would 


often check thoſe ſallies of impolite 
truth, which their experience ren- 


dered ſuperfluous ; ; but the urbanity 


of Dorovontes flowed in a pure ſtream 


towards mankind, which the faults 

of mankind could not Pe. 
Stick + was the cles of him to 
whoſe arms we were welcomed, to 
whoſe virtues Monarchs might aſ- 
pire; and with whom we became re- 
conciled 
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conciled to the miſeries we had not 
deſerved, nor wiſhed to avenge. Vet 
our generous hoſt, like other ſojour- 
ners of the deſert, had not gained phi- 
loſophy but through fiery tribulation. 
He had felt the pangs of love, and 
had loſt the object who adored him, 
but poſſeſſed a conſciouſneſs that the 
bittereſt draught was ſwallowed. 

© The Spirit of my Maria' (ſaid he 
to me one morning, as we were con- 
templating the azure firmament) 
6 ſtill ſeems: to challenge me, ſtill 
©. accompanies me inviſibly; and, I 
© am Bd will hail me in another 
c world !— 


+: hich. ene en are. natural to 
ce thoſe whoſe hearts are ſoftened. 
a carly.— 


W NA A a: 
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My own heart bore teſtimony to 
my aſſertion—l wiſhed to Gon more 


of Maria— #42 190 
7 bo 


75 ines I loft Figs no nde 
ence can ſeem of importance 
that affects myſelf : I feel a ge- 
neral regard for human nature. 
Whete J cannot reſpect, I Will 
not offend. When I cannot ap- 
prove, I would mitigate ; for all the 
weakneſſes of mankind merit con- 
dolence, andꝭ pity rather than con- 
tempt. This ſtate of mind is only 
produced by parting with all that 
could make me bleſt: from that 
moment I ceaſed to live for my- 
ſelf. Oh, _ all will . * 
into oblivion! ir þ 


a 


p £ 
Ae, 


35 N 


4 


4 I bende to think: Dultayonces, 


6 your late chearfulneſs aſſumed. 
| Ns * IN o; 


\ 
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/ 


« No; I am refigned—as far as 
& the heart can be ſo; I ſtate the 


© beauties-of N ature, ſhare the plea- 
* ſures of my friends, and, in en- 


deavouring to promote their eaſe, 
to p , 


6 procure myſelf tenfold happineſs, 
„ of which I: once had no concep- 
© tion. When young I ſought mili- 
6 tary glory; and, as I had married 
*- early againſt the conſent of an in- 


*: exorable father, Who was one of 
c the richeſt-as well as the proudeſt 


« of the court partiſans, my thirfl 
for glory proved the ſource of ſor- 
„ row. My Maria poſſeſſed every 


female grace, every ſtronger virtue, 


* but no wealth; and we agreed to 
S conceal our marriage till my re- 
turn from our firſt campaign. Con- 
_ © trary. to: my father's inclination, I 
took part with the great Condé: and, 
6. ſtill more oppoſite to his ambitious 


D. 6 „hopes, 
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= . *©* hopes, I had married what is term- 

cc a plebeian. This laſt act of 

| —_ © natural independence, he only, for 

= © a time, ſuſpected, but at length 
was aſſured of it; and I. took 

leaxe of him with his imprecations 


© conciled to Conde, whoſe friends 


+ attendants gave a confuſed account 
of her having received a polite in- 


© it. I kriew her innocent credulity 
© to be a poor guidein France, where 
© midnight arreſts tear the wife from 
her hiaſband's arms, and the father 
from his ſleeping babes; and, wild 


* 


with terror, ran to my obdurate fa- 
| s ther, calling on POOP ION on 


 * on%y head. The troubles of 
> | * France were > bitthed ; Louis was re- 


© were received into favor, and I re- 
turned on the wings of love to my 
little villa—but to no Maria! My 


L 
© vitation, and that the had obeyed 


— 


"6:2 
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him to reſtore my charming wife. 


© Heftarted—Indignation, rage, every 
© diabolical paſſion, that diſtorts the 


© beauty of the: world, and particu- 


© larly of human nature, ſhook hrs 


frame, while he diſclaimed all 
* knowledge of her, and diſinherited 
me. Fortunately, my Uncle loved 
me; and, on leaving, this mortal 
* ſcene, whete gold is oſten the ſup- 
6 port of Virtue, and the inſtrument 
. of Vice, made me affluent beyond 


my Wiſhes. + You haue here, in few 
5 words, the hiftory of a rich ſubject 
5 of France, curſed with wretched. 
* neſs by the villainy of its laws; 


« yer ſmoothing his way to the grave 


+6 with reſignation.” 5 


* May Iaſk your chriſtian 1 name 62” 


5 * Lodnor—You look pale! _ 
2 « When 


* 
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When did you __ on . ha- 


4 bit?“ 


- 


© On the 20th of March, 1660, the 
© day after I had given up. Maria.— 
£ And then I renounced the pleaſures: 
© of youth. l— To the friendſhip of 
© hoary wiſdom; to the boſoms of 


aged men, whoſe viſions of delight 


4 were broken like mine, I flew for 
© conſolation. Who could: ſoften a 


mind embitted with miſanthropy, 


© aching with love, and wild with: 
_ © defire of vengeance, but thoſe who: 


had paſſed the ſtorms. of life, and: 
were ſitting like ſhipwrecked: mar- 
iners, meditating on ſucceſſive ruins: 


R A&A 


© that came ARS ua them 75 


"4,06 Were you never informed of te: 
«of your ene + 


c 


A aA R R X 


a 


N 


c 
6 
6 
Ng 
* 
6 
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© Never II made every enquiry ; 
I complained to the King ; but my 
father had poiſoned his ear; and 
either he did not, or affected not 
to know the extent of my loſs. I 


-am rather perſuaded he was igno- 
rant of the inhuman tranſaction, 
ſince he treated it lightly, and told 


me; with a ſmile, that I could: not 
fail of making more eſſential con- 
queſts in his court. Full of ſuſ- 
picion ſtill. that my father was the 
cauſe of my affliction ; and ſtung 
with the manner in which the feel- 
ings of my heart were inſulted, I 
boldly remonſtrated with the King 
on the general horror under which 
his ſubjects lay on account of his 
lettres de catchet. He very calmly 
replied, all is neceſſary and right 
My father is ſtill high in favor, 
and many of his friends reſpect 

| me 
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me as a man who, once in his life, 
© acted unprudently in wedding a 
© woman whoſe AYE: portion Was ove 
Cand-virtoe.” 5:5: . 


After many inward ſtruggles, I in- 


formed this injured man, that the 


name of his Maria was engraved on 
the wainſcot in the Caſtle: of , 


and preſented him the lines 1 bad 


copicd, with the date. 
O, Mech: 510 is too much. — 
e heart 18 brake. 1 12 5 


ke good wick bise eyes n me; 
held him as he ſuffered the canvul- 
five hock; An 5 after fighing as if 
his heart E tb 


then, he exclaimed: 


| 2 i Gp * ha. 3 BS 4 
 £ Wher 
£ — 5 E n ; 
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2 © When, Great Father ! will 8 
9 avenge my Maria gy. | 


The morning paſſed away ſolemn- 
ly ; we attempted frequently to join 
imperceptibly the chain of converſa- 
tion, but we could not ſucceed. The 
wounded memory of Dorovontes, re- 
jected for awhile'the language of of- 
ficious friendſhip. He retired to his 
chamber, and I left him to n the 
Spirit of her he invoked. 


Bchold Re he fine — 28 of 
nee which his ſoul had long 
been weaving for herſelf, ſtrains with 
its load of human woe! Oppreſſed, 
ſhe ſlumbers! Heedleſs of her works 
ſo well begun, ſhe purſues it no 
more! The ſublime precepts of 
of the aged, the maxims of the world, 
even the beauty of order ſeem re- 
verſed; and, inſtead of the ſun-ſhine 


of 
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\ 


of reſigaution, the ſoul of Dorovontes 
contemplates Deſpair.— Collect thy- 


ſelf, my friend, as thou art now 
mourning for Maria. Many muſt 2 
mourn for. thee! To fit and re- 


peat truiſms, to paint affliction as the 


lot of all; to make comparifons, and 


point Dorovontes to the miſeries of 
others, would have been to affront 


the dignity of his mind, and to have 


deſpoiled Friendſhip of her noble 


nature. I did not do this; I reſpect- 


fully left him to weep amidſt his own 


* 


His ietaryia was ever open to my 
Father and me; the fineſt proof of 
confidence a man can give! I acci- 


dentally went in and ſat down in in- | 


viſible ſympathy with poor Dorovon- 
tes. My tears flowed for him and 
Maria; but if my ſoul was ſoftened 


by Friendſhip, it was ſtill my boaſt 
| WW. 
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to be ſtubborn to Love; and I con- 
tinually ſtrove to baniſh the image of 
Emily. Time, I was certain, would 
be my only phyficianz and Time 
has proved * truth of my predic- 
tion. 


In wonderful variety, the powers 
of the humari mind ſueceſſively re- 
lieve each other; prone to lament 
and ficketi on the paſt, we are equally 
prone to ſtart forwards—1 inſenſihly 


left my ſeat, took down ſome books, 


found nothing that could intereſt, 
put them up with a reflection that 
Improvement herſelf cannot always 


charm, and was ſauntering out of 


the library, when I ſaw a manuſcript 
copy in my way to the door, lying 
on a ſide-marble; I opened it with 
| ſome curioſity, and read 25 


„enn 


N 
1 
1 
f 


K A, oa a 
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© Written at Paris, 1652, after an 
internal commotion between Tu- 
renne and Condé when many of 
the young nobility were killed near 
the gate of St. Anthony, and a 
pound of bread was ſold for twenty 
ſous.” OTOL 


LY 


na 


A 


ANARCHY. 


or | Fries! Why deep amid the carnage — 


2 
125 * Bring up! wy wolves of var, > my" Prue 


= Daggers yet a banners: filled with 


- © ſighs, 


"a gh And paint your e wich gore, and 


| P lave Tous ne in tears. 
c On yon Uthe boſom ſee that 1 child: 
1. Seize it, deface its infant charms! And 
Jö OD 7 
6 Anarchy view d i its mangled limbs and 
| os OG 

© Strike: 

.” 


"IP 
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1 Strike the young mother to the earth! — 
Away! 


This is my æra! O'er the dead I go! 
From my hot noſtrils minute murders 
een, . 
Behind my burning car lurks feeble Woe! 
« Fill'd with my dragon's ire, my ſlaves for 
; © kingdoms, call! 


Hear them not, Father of the r 
race! 

World! Give my monſters NO !—Death ! 
keep thy ſteady Chace ! | 


This ſtrong wy 8 picture of 
civil war filled me with momentary 
' horror, to which the following little 
compoſition offered an amiable and 
pleaſing contraſt. 


Each was accompanied with a 
beautiful drawing; and, from the 
| Kine ba 


picture 


—— 
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picture of Peace, my ſenſes drew 
delightful ſenſations. 


„ A 0 


© What howlings. wake me VER fair olives 
© cel 


© Storms ſhake my bow! r, ant drive me to 


© the plain. 5 
£ Ah! direful Anarchy, thy clation fly 


* O'er worlds of weeping babes, o'er worlds | 


© of hero's flain ! 


— 


1 Order! Bright mop - down yon rainbow 
4 glide! 


© From the mild boſom of my God appear! 
© O'er Gallia ſpread thy ſnowy pinions wide - 


O] cool the fever'd mind! and whiſpet 
* to Deſpair. » 


— 


«6 n and unwelcome war! will 


© man, 


Long nurſe thy fuxies or prolong thy 


iy * \ 
Will 


5 * 


© | 
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© Will not his fine, reflective ſpirit ſean 


© Thoſe deſolations that have mark d thy 


© way? 


© Yes!—He ſhall wearied leave thy crimes, 
© and prove, 5 
© All that is worthy Man, is found with mz 
© and Love.” ; 


With the moſt delicate touch Do- 
rovontes had drawn the line of Beauty 
and probably thrown- out the barba- 
rous and ſublime; the colouring of 
Anarchy gave an embrowned plain, 


over which flew her chariot armed 


with ſcythes, her hair entangled with 


knotted ſnakes, her chariot- wheels 


embrued with purple ſtreams, flow- 
ing from the boſoms of the aged and 


the innocent; whilſt the ſlaves of 


Ambition were. dragged on in her 
chains, enforced to keep her pace, 
and partake of her crimes. 


5 The 
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but by thoſe he wiſhed to reſpect— 
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The next offered an approaching 


ſcene of beautiful landſcape the ſhep- 


herd was piping on the hill; yellow 
corn waying a golden luſtre to the. 


| fun, and peace in the fore-ground, 


ſtealing timidly from her bower, the | 


foliage of which ſeemed blaſted by 
Anarchy, as her burning chariot * 


* on. 


Such are the productions of win», | 
and we are capable, at ſome mo- 
ments, when gazing at fuch mirrors, 
of adoring and loving the mind, we 


| behold in theſe, independent of any 


other gratification; ſuch are the 


proofs. of deep excellence in man, 
which are too often ſuffered to lie 


dormant. — Dorovontes himſelf was 
reſerved; he would not be known, 


He 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 73 


he ſought not the affection of thoſe he 


could not love. 


My dejefted Father I ftill beheld 
with inquietude. He was deſirous of 
being alone -was abſent in company, 
and never joined in amuſement. I 
put the book of manuſcripts in my 
pocket to read at leiſure, and on 
leaving the library I ſought him in 
the garden; and related the brief hiſ- 
tory of Dorovontes and his loſt Maria. 
My Father wept, and condemned the 
laws of France. - _ . 
_ Obſerving an attendant, hurrying - 
down the orange-alley, with a ſmall 
packet in-his hand, we ſtopped till 
he came up to us; when he deli- 
vered it, we eagerly ran over the ſu-, 
perſcription,. which was that of the 

Nas. BB. 5 od +. a 
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Duke of BAK; and; with. real ſa- 
tis faction, read: 


$14." "DEAR HENRY, 8 | 
0 © THE long 8 0 Fo 
is diſpelled t The day after we ſe- 
© parated on the ſhore, I wrote to 
Louis, and developed the melan- 
choly oppreſſions of his ſubjects. 
Eucloſed is a copy of my letter: 


w 


( 3 


c SIR, 
DAZ ZLED with magnifi- 
| Weence, rendered vain by flattery, and ö 
© lulled inte fatal ſecurity by thoſe 
© who riot on the wounded | boſom 
© of your country, you proudly: ex- 
© pedt to enlarge and enforce the roy- 
© al prerogative. By perſecution you 
© occaſioned wonderful emigrations 
© of your people, and have beheld 
* © the dearth of the fine arts, whilſt. 
: the 
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the neighbouring powers of Eu- 
rope have ridieuled you; afforded 
aſylums to your fugitive ſubjects, 
and ſpread your richeſt manufac- 
tories along their more hoſpitable 
ſhores. | Awake !—16ok up to Juſ- 
tice,, or throw off Royalty Think 
little of your title—the plea of 
pHPrerogative muſt be breathed by 
© Order; or civil war, in the bowels 
© of the land, will ſoon annihilate the 
© firſt by deſtroying the laſt. Charge 
Mildneſs and Policy, like medi- 
* ating miniſters, to go forth among 
© your people.—Fhe- revocation of 
the Edict of Nantes will be deſtruc- 
© tive=Refle& on this and be al. 
© he | 


(( WE no 


LY 


Sire, 


You have yet a friend in 


Bae. 


E 2 


6 


K 


* 


A 


= 
6 


C. 


* 


P 


6 


I 


LY 
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It has the deſired effe&—the 
King has conſented to the old pri- 


[4 


vileges of the Proteſtants; and I 
expect to ſee them ranged peacea- 


bly and indiviſibly under the law 
they valued; and which they meant 
by force of arms to extort. En- 
cloſed is a letter from Count Mar- 


ſan, who mentions affectionately a 
daughter he had long loſt, and for 

whoſe deliverance he is grateful to 
me. Pray is this the lady whom 
we forwarded to Trejus? Tell me 


* in your next. I wanted gallan- 


try in not admitting her into my 
tent, you will ſay; I never wanted 
attention and tenderneſs for the la- 
dies; but my tent was that night 
full of brother officers, for whoſe - 
exhilirated ſpirits, and the effect of 


beauty, I would anſwer to no man. 


© Poor Malnor is gone to the foreſt of 
kl, 


\ 
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8 ** xu, hoping to find his venera- 
ble REY whom I have invited, 
© with Malnor, to meet me within 
* the walls of generous Dorovontes. 
The Marquis accompanies me, we 
will ſoon be with you. Adieu 


I TETTÞ 


For our private woes we were fen- 
| fible of no remedy; to complain was 
to be known, to be known was to be 
condemned as victims to the general 
peace and ſafety of France; but it 
was rich conſolation to ſuppoſe thou- 
ſands of lives thus wiſely preſerved. 
My Guardian's letter increaſed my Fa- 

ther's happineſs, and added to the 
blindneſs. of my judgment, and the 
. myſtery in which Emily had involved 
MDs: 2 55 
| e After 


A 
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After informing my Father; that 


he had diſpoſed of his ſpacious do- 


mains, was preparing to quit that part 


of the country, that he intended to 


viſit Dorovontes, and to ſettle near 


him could he purchaſe an eſtate, the 


Count proceeded in his letter,— 


I need. not remind you, my dear 


band noble friend, that the viciſſi- 
tude of life can never be taken in 
by human thought, till ſtanding on 
the verge of being, we look back 
on the-rugged lands, and the trou- 
4 bled billows paſt; we may then 
form our chart, we may tben point 
aut and compare.our pleaſures. and 

_ © our pains; how much of the latter 
have you ſurmounted ? Fainting, 


with your ſufferings, you bore a 
* bleeding heart, and found no, com- 


N forter but Virtue ! Doubt not, that 
ES „ . © for 


„ 3 þ 5 
- . 
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* 


for the tears you have ſhed, for the 
© ſighs you have breathed, unheard 
even by your enemies, you will be 
© amply paid by Heaven! Tam no 
bigot, but ſuch events, wonderful 
© in progreffion, and incredible in ap- 
© pearance, have lately ſurrounded me, 
© that I am half-inclined to believe 
in an inviſible Protection through 
© every change, through every falſe 
© glare of circumſtance ; you have 
E preſerved the confidence once re- 
poſed in thoſe you love; the dig- 
nity of your mind has not been 
forfeited, the purity of your friend- 
ſhip infamous fuſpicion has never 
* ſullied : and the treaſure that awaits - 
© you is worthy your perfection. 


La) 


N 


N 


5 


„What can I ſay to my young 

© © charge! to my beloved Henry! 
© Has he imitated the virtues of his 
Father? Has Henry never ſuſpect- 

E 4 ed 
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ed kae truth of thoſe he loved? | 


And by whom 1 think he was be- 


loved! Has Henry never ſwe rved 
from the delicacy, due to virgin 
fame? Has he piouſly fulfilled my 


© generous aſſertion, that to his ho- 
G nour I could confide my child? 
e tell him, he i is dear to 


% 


Your affeRtionate Friend, | 


et 


COUNT MARSAN. 


21 L £5 5 Recamber. Tring you a 


© jewel of ineſtimable price. 


' 


| My W td at me. e with the | 
ae aſtoniſhment—l was dumb— 


My blood - flew from my heart, to 
revel in my cheek; my feelings were 


All, alive; and, if 1 may be allowed 
the metaphor, ridiculed, * 1 
ment. . F „ 444 
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© Theſe/ queſtions, Henry,” (faid 
my Father gravely) .* are accuſations 
* to a man of honour !, How do you 
© anſwer ee | 


0. Emily, or te Sir, ak 25 
ce found guilty.“ 


39 tne thethe my Father ſmil- 
| ing) * we ſhall not find you both ſo.” 
| 4 

This bist e not to relieve me, 
1 felt it ominous, and began to doubt 
whether I ſhould engage my Father's 
attention by condemning Emily, or 
by juititying myſelf. If 1 cannot 
do one, by doing the eher, I. had 
| beſt be: filent. 


0 ee is mal-I-propos. My 
Father began to be inquiſitive: like 
one whoſe ſenſes had long been | 

E 5 drowned 
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9 drowned in the recollection of bis 
[i] = own cares, awakening: man to the 
cares of others, 


fg Who has dared,” (faid he ſternly) 
to breathe the name of Emily li- 
: centiouſly ? No man {ſhall do it 
g mth A 2 


5 / 


0 8 Emy, Sir, 1 153 IEG herſelf 
ec but in her inconſtancy with un- 
na common effrontery. To the laſt 
e moment T beheld her, the appear- 
«ed ſelf. approved. It is poſſible, 
4. whilft I reflect on her variable con- 
c, duct, to condemn myſelf? My 
_ *c faithful heart has been inſulted by 

' 5 that proud, that daring beauty; 
. * ſhe refigned herſelf to the pro- 
cc tection of another !—Nay, more! 
« after ſhe had found me, the avow- _ 


15 ed her * 55 her ſedueer: 
con- 
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6. concealed his ſecrets, and boaſted 
e of his reciprocal _ of 
Ly Beware, Henry Emily can 
© know no ſedueer. You muſt have 
b N he. | : 


$ 


46 J own, Sit,” xf 0 how I bluſhed | 
at being obliged to own I) ** that be- 
cc fore I ſaw her face, which was 
cc then veiled, I treated her con- 
“ temptuouſly ; but I had cauſe. I 
have her note of aſſignation; which 
ce will juſtify me to her Father: and 
« if not, Sir—if the Count proudly 
$ refolves on more ſevere atonement _ 
6 I have a ſword 


« Is this my Henry l 
© What have I aid Forgive 


« me {—The thought is parricide. 
„„ I will 


—ñ— — 


Iwill be your Henry But I am 
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% almoſt diſtracted Oh, my Father! 
« rather than ſprinkle his ſilver hair 
« with blood,. I will kneel at his 
feet He ſhall cruſh out a Spirit, 
« which, though rejected by. Emily, 
pn To 8 received by my Creator.” 


©. 


= : My Father Was affected. He te 


ed away—wiſhing he could under- 


ſtand me!] followed him, and re- 
lated all that had paſſed in the Caſtle; 
many circumſtances he could not 


poſſibly be acquainted, with from his | 


_ cloſe-confinement..- He did not even 


know of the impriſonment of Emily, 
till after her eſcape; nor had I ever 
found opportunity to repeat the many 
proofs which conſpired to ſtamp her 
falſehood. I now, with warmth, at- 


_ tempted it; I was now unuſually im- 
Patient to appear ſatisfied with my 


- own 


4 
- 
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own conduct, and earneſt to obtain 
the voice of approbation from the 
mind I moſt valued. 

mw "My 8 was. ;_ cool—Unagitated. 
The paſſions of his ſon were not 
admitted as appellants by his nobler 
judgment. Unuſed to. defame help- 
leſs woman, he never blaſted a cha- 
racter through the miſt of another 
t opinion. 5 


6 Cafar's N ſhould not be fol. 
pected.— This has long been the 
« faſhionable. . 3p/e . dixit of + haary | 
< prudes, ſuperannuated and feeble. 
When Virtue is in danger, this 
© maxim means nothing unleſs taken 
on a wide principle,/—* Cæſar's wife 
8 « ſhould not be. ſuſpected. — No 
more ſhe ſhould; nor mould a man 
be burnt. for religion; or ſuffer 
2 be | under 


\ 
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© under the vicious nature of his ene- 


c 


. % „ «„ 44 


mies; yet theſe events were ever. 


No woman can be virtuous that 
is not ſelf-dependent, the derives 
this grand Tight from - univerſal 
wiſdom—it is coeval with her ori- 
gin: all the codes of human law 
are inadequate to the independence 
ſne boaſts, and when once fettered, 
the eſtimate of her virtue falls. 
It follows. There ate none ſo in- 
en A as women we virtue. 


© Man 648 . kind of . 
dom, for which he frequently Tuf- 


fers the pangs of jealouſy : hence 
you may obſerve libertine-huſbands 


miſerably ſuſpicions, whilſt their 
wives are innocently chearful, care- 
leſs and happy ; for jealouſy has 


RO 9 _ love : that gent- 
aer 
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|; \ | 
cler paſſion will ever fly its domi- 
© nion, and the foul of woman may 
© foxr above the ſtagnant lake of 
Vice; while man is fifhing in it 
for imaginary wrongs— et him fiſh 
> eat EST . | : 
| My | Father, I though 1 was keen.— 


Many a man hides poverty under 
* a gaudy covering, ſo will women 
bal out for chaſtity who have 
© none 1 well they may: but, 
for you to ſuſpect Emily, my 
© dear ſon, is only to excite her 
c ridicule ; ſhe will certainly laugh 
at you, and; you will deſerve i it.” | 


A 


* 


I balieve I looked very PI | 
My Father did not ſeem to wait for 
the judgment of Emily—He laughed 
at me himſelf. It was very ſtrange, 

( thought, ) that my ſufferings were 


not treated with more ſolemnity, at 
g leaſt, 


4 
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| leaſt; ſeriouſneſs or compaſſion; from 

-2 man. who had himſelf endured fo 
much for love. 1 hinted this to my 
Father, he ſmartly replied : 
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0 1 ſuffered for generous love, you 
from baſe ſuſpicion; could I have 
c ſuſpected my angel, 1 had — 


e 7 


7 


1 . 2 very we bow to my Fa- 
| ther; and, willing to be gently aven- 
ged. © I believe,” my dear Sir, 
you forgot the cavern in the rock, 
1 the picture of my Mother, 34 
„the. chaſtiſement you deſigned your 
« fon.” 


i) $i Ah; Henry! recall not the paſt? 
Come we will. gather ſome flowers, 
and offer them to Dorovontes. G 
; « IP down yonder walk, I will trol 
8 re 54; 5; towards 
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© towards the ſhrubbery; but be 
© ſure to collect ſome roſes.” 


My Father walked away, and I,” 
diſſatisfied enough with him and my- 
ſelf, went ſullenly into the arbor and 
ſat 2 down. 


00 Fay witch! Thou bleſſ ing and 
„thou curſe !: 
„ We wed: thee ſtill for better and for 


« worle, EE: 
Heigho !—S0 undi for Fancy! 
1s it poſſible I can have been looking 
through her green and jaundiced eye? 
Have I been held like the fool in the 

foreſt, who was caught by a bramble, 
and ſtood in the ſnow becauſe he 
fancied the bramble would not let 
him go? Can man be duped by him- 
{elf ? Tt be no og a puſillanimous 
loxer 


Py i 
9 
8 5 
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lover; PI! go to the ends of the 


earth but I'll laugh at Emily, if ſhe 


laughs at me—Curſe the Cordelier ! 
if ever I meet him 1 will ſhake out 


| his hypocritical ſoul.—Good Heaven ! 


Where is the pride of Henry? 
ſtarting from the wooden bench, I 
walked out of the. arbor, quarrelled 


with, the gardener, kicked down his 
watering-pot, and walked in again. 


Yes, I have rooted up every tender - 


branch from which I might, in fu- 


ture, have gathered fruit richer | than 
rune of the me e 


W poor !. how Fojlorn dr 1 


| left wet, if — ve innocent? 


1 W at ome moments ot 
writing to Count de Marſan, but 
e I breathe ſuch incoherent jar- 
5 | Son, 
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gon, ſuch broken ſentiments to a 
man of his penetration? He ſtill 
loved me, and he loved Emily, only 
with this alloy on my part, that 1 
was unworthy his affection, extended 
as an obligation I had no right to ex- 


| _ 


A us. humalliating buſineſs ! Can 
I ever forget the little window, and 
the black old curtain through which 
I épeeped, and ſaw the head of his 

gentle daughter on the boſom of the 
Cordelier? if I do, may I be the 
butt of temale wit, and the ſcare- 
crow of married men 


5 Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! cuckoo : 
© cuckoo ! cuckoo ! cuckeo ! faid 
ſome inviſible. I put my hand tomy 
ſword ; ſtared around—ſwore I would 
be mocked by no man! 

N Cuckoo 
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Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! cuckoo ! 
© cuckoo! cuckoo | cuckoo l. 
What the devit! am I already 
Curſe your cuckooing! Whoever 
- you are, defend yourſelf.— 


| I ruſhed from the arbor with my 
ſword drawn—the voice was huſhed 
Emy Father was ſtrolling ſtill at the - 


* n5ꝗ—m * u 9 „ ahi 
4 
oo 


9 further end of the long walk, and the 
3 gardener Was ſpringling his daſſo- 
| dils.— FEA 


ds WBO 8 you to make "4 
ce hideous noiſe,” (ſaid I to the lat- 
[ ter with vehemence, giving him a 
ap on the ſhoulder with the _ 
of old ſword. 


* Who—I, ßir; I made no noiſe!” 


\ 


FC War 
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« But you did; and pray whom, 

c or what were you thinking on ?— 

« am I.to be the ſubject of "ue 

ce ruſtic raillery?“ 15 

o 5 

I made no noiſe, Sir; nor was I 

< thinking of any body but TY the 
6 


«© And what had I ever to do with 
« Betty the cok?! 1 Fe 


© Nothing—that I know of, Sir; 
but ſhe bid me come in at twelve 
o'clock and eat a bit of luncheon, 
and I was thinking of going juſt 
as the cuckoo-clock ſtruck twelve. 


- 


N 


A 


N 


Where is your cuckoo clock * 


8 Yonder—Up by the arbor, S7. 
*in 


the trifling crowd * underſtood. 
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<< that little hut where 1 keep my 

Be tools.” | 1 

«© So-xhere is my dignity now?“ 
St 


The gardener reſted himſelf on the 
handle of his ſpade, to obſerve me 
more atrentively— gave him a trifle 
that he might drink my health with 
Betty the cook, and walked off with 


bumility. 1 


he 


At human SORIA Gods look down-and 
mo ; SC, b PP. s 
PR A 3 heart is exquiſitely 
alive to! ineident. The wretched 


owner often errs in trammeled life, 


underſtanding but few trifles ; and by 


I ga- 


ef 
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1 gathered a ba of roſes, 3 of- 
fered them reſpectfully to my Father, 
who was Seas, at my delay. 


© Time is a God, Henry, you 
ſeem to make bur little accoun of; 
we will now go back to the houſe, 
and requeſt Dorovontes to admit us 
as mourners with him.“ 


19 


* 


N 


A 


My Father wrote his ver in 

the language of Friendſhip—was po- 
| litely anſwered by Dorovontes, and 
we. entered his chamber, where he 
received us with a forced ſmile; and, 
raking my Father and me by the 
hand, addreſſed 1 us: 


My injured Maria ſtrongly ape 
« peals to my heart! I wiſh not to 
c forget, her; as her voice once 


5 * ſoothed me amidſt the ſeverity of a 
17 


* 8 
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0 Father's fury, her dear idea now 
lulls me to repoſe—1 ſhall mourn! 
for ever mourn, but my ſorrows will 
© be ſilent, ſecret, and accompanied 
c with a reſignation. worthy her pure 
Spirit. —But how long may I be 
permitted to afflict my worthy 
« friends? and how. long will my 
« friends conclude they have. a right 
to weep, if Doroyontes can be 


i 


chearful?“ . 


N 


N 


La) 


we came to offer confoluion, and 
were caught by the queſtion; for a 
my Father had indulged deep me- 
lancholy fince he had entered the 
houſe of Dorovontes. Whenever a. 
ſenſe of politeneſs, in company, threw 
a ray of mirth on his pale features, 
it vaniſhed in a. moment, like a me- 
teor ſhutting in between the clouds of 
nb 4 ny 
: 8 a+ . En- 

* 


- 


\ 
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* Engage, my deareſt Father, 
(ſaid I with quickneſs) © to ſacrifice 
« unavalling grief to the wiſhes and 
ec the regards of ſo noble a mind 
% Try to comfort and ſupport Doro- 
* vontes! Ih attempting to inſpire 
e him with Keitude, yourſelf will 
acquire it.“ 


© It is a debt I owe this gentleman,” 
(replied my Father) which I fear 1 
© ſhall ever be too poor to pay. Ex- 
* cuſe me Henry—Dorovontes will 

yet be more kind in conſenting to · 
© my eternal peace,“ 


* What can you mean, Sir?“ (re- 
turned the latter with ſurprize.) 


© To retire, for ever, my generous 
friend. In a monaſtery, I ſhall be 
* free from all but prieſtly cuſtoms. 
. That 
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„ That I can excuſe till they become 

*© habitual; and there I ſhall quietly, 
and unnoticed ſteal after thoſe whe 
are gone before.“ 


„Be it ſo? (replies Dorovontes) 1 
c will accompany you; millions of 
*< tribes will {till remain to perform 
the world's great drama, and to 
< mimic our real woe. Henry, I 
will make my heir; my poſſeſſions 
© ſhall be his; and, ſhould my cruel 
Father ſeck me here, Henry may 
£ boldly declare, Dorovontes is gone 
to ſeek a kinder Fathers 


But Henry cannot be your heir, 
ehe will aſpire to more, (ſaid I). 


6 To . more? 


1 © To 45 the lonely hour of 
* waſting 
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% waſting life with you and my Fa- 
c ther! To wander with you through 
< the awful gloom of ſuperſtition; 
* to obey with you the midnight 
« bell, that breaks. refreſhing ſlum- 
«© ber! to join ſincerely when you 
e adore one great Power! To live 
. piouſly when paſſion is no more; 
6 and, perhaps, to do the laſt kind 
<c office expiring Nature may re · 

66 0 Pe. | : | | 1 


N 


/ 


Henry, you are _— (rejoined ' 
my Father) may you not have 
many years of N in 1 ſtore! 5 


ce No, Sir, al is enblttureguicT 
e Jook around, not with an expect- 
e ing but a joyleſs mind the world 
% appears a vaſt and dreary deſert ' 
„ the hum of men dies away like a 
breeze, that paſſes over in a morn- 
; =P 2 1 ing 
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ing and is forgot at noon. 115 ave 
” no object to purſue, I am all va- 


& cancy within, and a cloiſter will 


« ſuit my ſullen * indslent ** 
a 6 pair.“ | ; a | 3 


2 8 


. 1 never will give my conſent” (re- 


0 


6 


„ 


s 


A 


LI 


fumed Dorovontes) if you think 
me worthy your friendſhip, if you 
reſolve not to baniſh me for ever 
from your remembrance, if you 
approve my conduct, I conjure you 
to ſupply my place in ſocial life! 
Adminiſter to the aged, who are 


laden equally with years and inſult; 


hear the orphans cries, and pity 


the defenceleſs mother. Within 
your little circle live to bleſs; that 
Peace may ſhed her radiance on 
your pillow, to enable you to taſte 
pleaſure ſo exalted, I leave you the 


oF 


ſordid riches which ſo poorly com- 


Fenſate for the loſs of my Maria. 
5 Hos "Jy 
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© Obey Henry—1I will not com- 
mand, but intreat you to obey. 
To the domains of Dorovontes 1 
add thoſe jewels which I have yet 
concealed from the hour I Was 
ſhip-wrecked ; be you our faithful 
ſteward ; above all, remember my 
beloved Fiſherman, his little ones, | 


and his ual | 


8 
a © M _. a A a «x 


Dorovontes 8 who was 
meant by the Fiſherman? My Fa- 
ther related the ſtory, and this noble 
friend immediately ordered fome of 
his domeſtics to* ſaddle their horſes 
and ſet off to *** (taking my Fa- 
' ther's direction) abd bring this 1 vir- 
tuous family with bene to 2%. | 


c 1, added hey kh . will 1 conte 
* to act for us only one year, and a 
2 © ſcene of ſuperior happineſs does 
«. SEX P29 j , C not 
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© not open on his noon of life; if 
he, by indulging the retroſpect of 
an unhappy. paſt, ſtill continues to 
| © langviſh in the midſt of ſociety, far 
be it from me to oppoſe his feel- 
ings! Let him, when wearied, come 
N . 


K 


K 


i 


To this my — Waker acquieſced, 2 
ſeconded the . 


4 «1, 9 obey, FR but 
t ſurely Dorovontes will firſt receive 
Count de Marſan, and my uncle, 
die Maße of * 

<1. mean i les, * mall 
c wait your. Father's leiſure. He 
„will make his reſolution known to 
* thoſe who, have been true to his in- 
© tereſt and his wayward fortunes. 
c . will, e leave of thoſe he 
loves 


af 


« 
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loves before he ſinks from them 
© for ever into the boſom of Seclu- 
© ſion. Count de Marſan, I make 
© no doubt, will be here in a week or 
© two; nor do I ſuppoſe the arrival 
of the Duke will he of much later 
© date. I ſhall, myſelf, need their 
© preſence- in ſettling my worldly 
c affairs, which elfe would devolve 
on you in much derangement.“ 


Oiur converſation, on this ſad ſub- 
ject, cloſed for this time; I could 
catch at nothing to enliven my melan- 
choly friends. Vet Dorovontes af- 
fected to be lively - charming deceit! 
when we diſguiſe our feelings, leſt 
by ſympathy they ſhould pain thoſe 
we love, 


be parted with my friends as they 
went into the houſe, and turned 
F 4 through 
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through a gate which opened on an 
adja cent meadow ; hire I fat down— 
the graſs was high enough to play 
with the willing air, and to conceal 
the tuneful Lark who quietly ſat on 
her neſt, and nurſed her unledged 
young—undifturbed by me. 


| The Bard of Nature ſings: 


: LES | 
6 


It fo falls out, | 
That what we e have we prize not to the worth, 
While we enjoy it, but being lack'd and loſt, 
Why then we rack the value; then we find 
The virtue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us, 
. Whilſt it was ours. 


As the t wr their heads to 
the ſun, and gamboled round their 
dams, my ideas ran back to the days. 
of Emily's innocence: the recollection 
warmed my fancy, recently chilled 
by reflecting on the monks and mo 
naſteries with my Father and Doro 
| + © - Vontes, 
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vontes. I. felt pleaſing ſenſations, 
and made the moſt of them—contem- 
plated the beauty; the fine underſtand - 
ing, every perſonal charm of that in- 
conſtant maid; and, raiſing a heavy 
figh, ended my waking dream with— 
what is all this to me! 


Diſſatisfied ih cit my own mind 
could afford, I reclined on a ſloping 
bank, and took another peep at. the 
manuſcript book of Dorovontes, 
which I had in my pocket, and fell 
on the following lines, which I 
thought benevolent and rich with the 
genuine ſympathy of nature. 


' DEDICATED. ro LOUIS XIV. 


| Cold was the ſtar 
© That rul'd my natal hour! and pale the beams 
That trembled o'er my head, as they diſtill'd, 
The damps of woe—yet ſoon ! bear witneſs 


* Heav/a ! 
| WO I lor'd. 
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1 lov'd thee, ConTEMPLATION! And, by 
| the 131388 To) | 
© I was belov'd -O mutual bliſs! The Night 
_ © Threw off her ſadneſs, when with thee I lay 
* Diſſolv-d in grateful wonder! Worlds on 
© worlds, 

© Pond*rous with their inhabitants came on — 
* And ſtill another, and another roll'd, | 

* Forc'd by the arm of Time from the dark breaſt 
Of great Eternity: the Infinite | 
At length ſhut up my wearied ſenſe, and gave 
A guiltleſs lumber. —Dawn no ſooner ſhed 
Fer tints in wild profuſion from the Eaſt, 
Than cheer'd J roſe to followthee. How oft? 
85 Me paus'd on ruin'd towers, watch'd down 
i © the moon, : 
And liſten'd to the mariner afar, 

Who fang acroſs the main? To my young eye 
Thou heldſt atrial 'viſiog. There I ſaw 

* Unſhapely MATTER moving into life; 
Myriads of atoms gliſt'ning in the wind 
Inſects conglob'd, and yet ſo finely form'd, 
- * That Zephyr breath'd them into * 

Tones 
Of harmony they gave too ako to touch 
6 ads of mortal heal Taught by thee, 

hes * 


3 
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My ſoul expanded, ſoar'd, and ſtoop'd again 
To view the animalcula that join 

© -Eternally through minutes, days and years; 
Tilling the mighty univerſe. Thus charm'd 
By ConNTEMPLATION, my rough paſſions 

56 ſleep; | 
© Whilſtheav'nly SyMyaTHyY, to Nature true, 
6 Droops her white 22 mourns the ills 
of War, 

And through her tears e'en foes forget t to 
| frown. 


I would complain! but never for myſelf! 
For whilſt I mourn I ſtand aloof !—So ſtood 
* The Perſian King“, weeping that life's poor 

* farce | 
* Should end by Fate within an hundred years; 
© Whilſt, as he wept, his actors died away. 


© For ye who revel on fair Gallia's lap, 
© Content to wear her honours fiercely won 
© By your proud anceſtors, the tuneful bard 
Should ne'er atune his n ſtreaming 

© blaze, | 

In which you baſk lid. Res play d 
* Around the elder brothers of mankind 
F6 shine 
FKerxes. | | 
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* Shine. in your tinſel, but be humble !=Own 
©. There are in Gallia's family ſome men 
* Who are poor younger ſons !' For theſe the 
i by ſage 4 

Should waſte his midnight taper, wander o'er 
© The wilds of thought, cull from the moul- 
| - d'ring page 

8 Strong precept, patient-virtde, all that ah 
© To meliorate the mind—for theſe the Bard 
Should breathe his tones of harmony, and 
© ſooth e . 
Their ſouls to focial love. Here fits a youth, 
By Science favor'd, though by Fortune 

© ſcorn'd; 
© His paſſions and his virtues s hight y burn 
© As that ſame Lord's, who with unwieldy 
pride 
a Lolls laughing at the world 1 Wiſdom 
bind | 

+ Around the ſtripling's ſoul her ſtarry zone, 
And bid his wiſhes travel with his fate. 


© Paffions we have! Nercan the rod of Pow'r 
© Whip out theſe elements of life; the art 
Of beauteous order is to bid them play; 
And truſt me, when once touch'd with ſkill, 
a they make ; 
6 True 
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* 


Frue melody: hence riſe unerring tones 

Of noble friendſhip, and of dearer love, 

© Whoſe.uniſon alone can bleſs mankind, 

And ſave a 2 Realm. O! then beware! 

Ve who have pow'r how wantonly ye ſport 

With the fine fibres of the heart not all 

Is harmony within. The ſoul of man 

Is wrought with energy. What tho' it yield 

To Nature's plaſtic touch, when Mis'ry 
* wounds, | 

Or Love diſſolves— Within! its cells remote 

sleep phantoms of moſt ugly hue, deſign'd 

« To execute, by Nature, plans more wild 

© Than Policy can meditate. From theſe 

Are born the horrid, wonderful, and great; 

Peoſſeſſing theſe, man rears himſelf above 

© The preſent wrong; and, big with fell re- 
venge, | 

© Looks on thro? ages for a Na ſuch fill 

© The plain with murder; ev'ry vale with 
© tears, 

* When Monarchs ou their 'glories with a 

ein | 

© Theſe forc'd the ſoul of Cæſar from the world, 

© Shook down the Grecian tow' ny Ox 
drew * | 

© Rome's 
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* Rome's deep foundations; in their graſp 
© have died, 
oy Promiſcuouſly, the Sov'erign and the Slave. 


Much ſoothing do they: need who bite their 
bread 
1 © With inſult ! Wildly grand are they.” whole 
2 ſouls | 
© Riſe ſtubborn from deſpair ! Superior 1 
5 33 lulls them to repoſe !—You'll fay, 
great Sire! . 
© That bleſſings are divided; and that all 
Are not to crowns hereditary heirs. 
But fince ſuch paſſions in the heart of man , 
x © Por ever lurk, be it your tend'reſt care 
es Not to provoke them with the barbed dart 
Of hot Oppreſſion. For the haughty train, 
* The elder ſons of Gallia, bid them grace 
© The boſom with a ſtar, within their halls 
DO Hang high their family atchievements ; lay 
Luxurious purple on their pillows, fink 
To Saphic meaſures, bu: whilſt melting thus, 
* ! bid them ſpare a brother” 8 n 'Tis 
vile! 
80 w-antonly to looſe the wolves of law 
On that defenceleſs frame whoſe fortune 
| * pleads | 


= LS 


* 


| 


. f 


{ 
| 
' 


s Againſt 
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* Againſt its wretched owner. Plunge not man 

© So deeply down within your priſon walls, 

To linger. out the bloom of life! Draw near 

is ONE” iron grate, and you ſhall hear the 
* groan | 

Ot a dejected Father! Cold Deſpair 

Shall on your forehead breathe its piteous 

« blaſh 
And foul contagion ſpot you! Is it well 
+ To charge this dungeon with the human 
© heart! 

Where it muſt long be periſhing ? Behold: 

How diſmal ſpectres ſweep along the walls, 

« Fright'ning the angel Pity from her ſtand. 


So; tell your Legiſlators ! were your laws 


More lenient, Gallia's crown would cloſer 
( ſit , 
On him who wears it. Nee horrid 
| * gloom | 
Wrap the loſt captive from a ſocial world ; 
Not unobſerving is that world: the bands 
Of Friendſhip bind the wretched link un- 
| © ſeen; 
Millions of ſpirits, who to woe inur'd; 
Shall burſt upon the light, when fanguine 
« pow'r 
l Shall fink abaſh'd, and ſee her fetters ruſt, 
For 
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* For me, who am ſo us'd to rove, the field 
0 Of Nature yields delight; the flow'ry vale 
© Reſigns her fragrance to my grateful ſenſe; 
© And on the mountain I inhale the breath 
© Of Love, as the ſoft cherub warms the air. 
* Haſte, then ye gentler ſpirits, who have 

© long 

© Subdy'd the fiercer paſſions : ye who deaf 
© To court cabal and revel'ry can dare 
< To. woo bright Contemplation, hither haſte ! 


6.Q, Nature! Thou dear Gas of the 
„ 
* Give me thy ſweet variety ! |! When ſcenes 
7 - Where ſhepherds languiſh open to.my view, 
Teach me to charm with numbers chaſtely 
* ſoft, | 
And make the flame divine! To paint wo | 
© lawn, 
Lend me thy mellow tints; ; when thro' the 
"ar; >, | 
I chace the infant atom bon of Light, 
© Reduce my heart to ether; but when Man, 
* Enchain'd in the deep chambers of the earth, 
Calls loud for juſtice, give Caſſandra's firs, 


Lopvon DoxovoNTEs.. 


* Can. 
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te Can ſuch a mind ever be ex- 
tc tint? Is it poſſible Dorovontes 


cc can all die!“ 


Remembering, on a ſudden, that 
this queſtion had been in the mouth 
of every man, for ſix thouſand years, 
more or leſs ; and let any one have 
got up in the morning ever ſo early, 
or have gone to bed ever ſo late, he 
always looked like a fool, when his 


neighbour or his neighbour's wife 
put this queſtion; I ſhut the book 


quietly ; and looking at my watch, 
fancied my company would be agree- 


able to my friends; who muſt, by 


this time, have ſat down to din- 
ner. | | 


Before I entered the dining par- 
lout, I aſcended the ſtairs, and re- 


placed the book on the fide-marble; 


not 


— 


r ͤ⁰ ——_z 
2 j 
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not that I had violated the confidence 
of Dorovontes; but Dorovontes, be- 
fides being a patriot and a philoſo- 

| pher, had been one of the moſt de- 
= 'Jicate, and moſt ſuſceptible of lovers; 
and where: he had deſcribed that paſ- 
= fon, from which he drew melting. 
inſpiration, his deſcription was ſa- 
ered, his numbers melodious. He 
made his reader feel the languors that 
were, at the moment of writing, 
ſtealing through his own veins. There- 
fore, I ſay, 1 had not violated his 
confidence, 'I was not to leave his 
written raptures to the chambermaid, 
who perhaps might have fancied 
more than her maſter meant, or even 
more than ſhe could ever ſind rea- 
liſed. | Es 


Many a man, I am well aware, 
will laugh at this my care of the fe- 
| Es. male 
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male mind, and uſe a long argument 
(every word of which is ſelf-evident) 
to endeavour to prove how very fruit- 
leſs muſt be my caution ; and Nature 
| herſelf, will ſtand on his right hand. 
Of this I ſhall take no notice at pre- 
ſent, as I am Lk in explanation. 


No man is 3 n «ict 
human ſympathy than 1 Henry, am. 

T am likewiſe ſenſible ef the Wt 
attraction, as it proceeds along the 
world, gathering as it goes, and 
never growing old: and I can prove, 
as well as Deſcartes, how much. farther 
a lover can ſend his ideas, than he 
can himſelf go. After ſo bold an aſſe. 
veration, no man will doubt my expe- 
rience or my learning; yet whilſt I at- 
tempt to prove the flight of theſe (the 
lovers) ſympathetic ideas, I beg ſo- 
lemnly, that it may be remembered, 

| I do 
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I do not mean to prove How they are 
conveyed. This inexplicable my- 
ſtery was, is, and will be time with- 
out end, as much a myſtery to me as 
to other men, who in every age up · 
wards, to this preſent day of —— — 
two o'clock, have been ſending their 
ideas as faſt as they could fly, after 
enchanting objects, not one of whom 
perhaps have been overtaken; ſo 
much the worſe for that claſs of 
men thus diſappointed! But to go 
on — | 


I have 8 pondered with much 
tenderneſs, in perceiving a Loox take 
ſuch a ſilent ſwift direction from the 
eye of one object to the heart of ano- 
ther, whilſt the richeſt drop then paſ- 
ſing through that heart, was arreſted 
by that 100 k, and honeſtly flew to 
the check; nov, whether the heart 
meant 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 117 


meant a challenge, a ſurrender, or 


only an alarm, left it ſhould ſympa- 
thiſe too deeply with the ftriking 
eye, by this its ſuffuſion, I own 1 


never could find out, and all I ſhall 
humbly preſume to prove is, that by 
the force of ſympathy, the ideas of 


one object is ſent into the mind of 


another by ſome myſterious and in- 
viſible operation of Nature—and ſo ! 
that if it had happened, that the ſen- 


timents of Dorovontes (ſilent and ſe- 


cret as they poſitively were) had gone 


with all their impreſſive force to 
the heart of his chambermaid, ſhe 


might not only have forgot to make 
my bed, but ſhe might have let Con- 


cealment, like a worm in the bud, play 
on her damaſk cheek — ſince only to 


be in ſympathy with the mind of 
Dorovontes was to love him. 


And 
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And now having (humanely I be- 
Deve) drawn from my own premiſes 
my own concluſions as the beſt ora- 

tors in the world fometimes do; and 
I heedleſs of every debauchee who 
= might diſapprove, and of every ſly 
* prudiſh chambermaid who would 
likewiſe difapprove, if once ſhe made 
the cafe her own; I, with ſacred re- 
verence, placed the book in the li- 
brary, locked the door, and ſat down 
to dinner demurely; certain that 1 
had not tempted, if I had not ſaved 
the ſoul of Lunimette the chamber- 
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My Father and Dorovontes, I per- 
ceived, had gathered together many 
more monaſtic ideas in my abſence, 
and had, been buſy in arranging 

them; but of all the ſelf-denying or- 
ders, neither could prove which de- 

Hy | =; - bed 
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nied moſt, or which ſuffered the 
greateſt conflict in denying. Certain 


it was, that if one order of Monks, 
who were panting after a BLESSING, 


did not, whilſt panting after it, that 
moment painfully forego it for ever, 


ſuch order could not be found wor- 
thy; and if a ſecond,order of Monks 
could 1nsSENSIBLY refign the fame 


BLESSING, Without panting after it at 
all, they could not be found worthy; 


for no combat, no victory, no glory. 
© The tree is known by its fruit 
we all quoted, and I proteſt we were 
five minutes before we could unbur- 
then our memories of other peoples 


good ſayings. This happened at laſt, 


and we found ourſelves at a full 


pauſe, looking at each other, for 


connexion of thought, or connexion 
of ſound—no matter which. 


© WLAL 


— 


| 


—— — 


| | 
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What think you of the Franciſ- 
can ? ſaid my F ather. 
c I have been pred a courtier ms 
c a ſoldier,” replied Dorovontes.— 
* With the different orders of ſu- 

© perſtition I ſhall not trouble my- 
© ſelf. Human idea of things divine, 
© has but with me one eſtimate—1 
© wiſh for peace, becauſe I am 
* weary; therefore your will is 
© mine.” 


% My beloved friends, ſaid I, 
re your penſive Spirits are ever bent 
«© on gloomy views. Let us take a 
ride; I have been told that when 
6 a man has paſſed his happineſs for 
« a moment, he is as far off it as if 
c he had left it at the Antipodes; 
& then rouze your better ſentiments; 

cc try 


THE ROYAL "CAPTIVES. 1 


« try to look forward, and taſte 
c the lovelineſs of ſurrounding Na- 
"Mi ture.” 


[ attempted to beſtow conſolation 
I could not taſte. My invitation was, 
however accepted ; and we were pre- 
paring to make an evening excurſion, 
when a carriage rattled into the court, 
and company was announced. Do- 
rovontes ordered his attendants to 
| uſher them into the drawing-room, 
whilſt we hurried to put off our rid- 
ing coats; which was ſoon done, and 
we 'entered the drawing-room, where 
Count Marſan was ſtanding to ſalute 
us, holding a lady by the hand, who 
took no notice of any perſon, but 
ſilently approached my Father, and 
ſunk into his arms; which, to my 
aſtoniſhment, were open to receive 
her. Yi at Bento 


Vo IL. IV. 8 Good 
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Good heaven! What do 1 be- 
2 eee Eleanora !? 


Her face fell on his boſom. He 
ſeated her gently. on the ſofa ; - gazed 
ſtedfaſtly, filled with wonder—Both 
wept, and were incapable of congra- 
tulating each other—tranſ; ao made 
them mute. . 


— 


To attempt a deſcription of this 
ſcene—the ſtarts of amazement, cu- 


rioſity, gratitude, and love, all the 


fragments of broken imagery that 


filled our. minds, and of language 


that dropped from our lips; would 
preſent a picture, to a perſon of fine 
nerves, that would cauſe the tear to 
mingle with the ſmile. 


I fhall therefore, a8 Titian * of- 
ten done, ſweep away with my 
ſponge, 


7 
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ſponge, ſtrokes of Nature too pow- 
erful to be ſeen, unleſs they could be 
felt. | 


For the credit of my conſtancy, I 
verily believe this moment was the firſt 

in which, through a tedious courſe 
of ſeven long years, I had totally for- 
gotten Emily, (at leaſt whilſt waking) 
but the ecſtaſy of finding ſuch a Mo- 
ther, after fancying her laid in ever- 
laſting ſleep, made me inſenſible to 
all the world but herſelf. 


My beloved Son! 
40 diy denen Mother !” 

6 My long loſt Eleanora 3 
Was the whole converſation fo 


ſome moments, between my Father, 
> 8 2 my 


— — Il 
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my Mother, and myſelf ; but all the 


inviſible. angels who wander to and 


fro, ſeeking whom they may protect, 


could witneſs for us, that what we 
could not ſay, we ſent forth in ſighs 
and tears; another proof of the power 
of ra. | 


125 Tell me 4 Eleanora (aid 
my Father) © by what wonderful de- 
© liverance you are reſtored from a 
© ſtate of privation, which I could 
not but believe was to continue 
« for ever? | 


J will gratify your wonder and 
© your curiofity ſome other time 


« you forget Count De Marſan.—— 


My Father turned inſtantly, em- 


braced his faithful friend; was apo- 


logiſing for his abſence of thought, 
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when the Count interrupted him with 
a ſmile, ſaying, as he pointed to my 
Mother: Behold the ineſtimable 
© treaſure I promiſed you in my let- 
© ter, I owed you this. The account 
between Henry and me remains yet 
© ſtanding - Henry, I thank you, 
fincerely thank you for the reſtora- 
tion of my dear girl! True, you 
© protected her as a faulty being, de- 
ſerving more your compaſſion than 
© your eſteem: you ſhall neverthe- 
© leſs be dear to her fond Father !? 


When I ſaw the tears overflowing 
the eyes of this good man, my very 
ſoul ſhrunk from his pathetic man- 
ner, and from my own remembrance. 
Could I criminate Emily to her Fa- 
ther? Could I deſcribe her as ſhe re- 
clined on' the boſom of the Corde- 
lier,, when ſhe thought herſelf un- 

G 3 ſeen à 
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ſeen? Could I, in a word, defame 
her by defending, myfelf ?—What a 
moment for a man of the leaſt > 
delicacy, or Vane: i 


My filence increaſed -i believed the 

idea of my guilt, in the mind of 
Count Marſan; yet he ſeemed to 
pity me, and I reſolved to brave the 
Norm without ever revealing the in2 
conſtancy of his daughter; whom he 
admired, and even adored as the pat. 
tern of female innocene. 


Angry with myſelf at being hum- 
bted comparatively, (as Emily was 
praiſed); endeavouring to avoid the 
eyes of my Mather, which penetra- 
ted my heart confuſed at the looks 
of my Father, which plainly com- 
manded me to anſwer for myſelf, and 
pitying Count de Marſan's confidenee 
1 5 | and 


* 
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and credulity, (I ſuppoſe ſympathe- 
_ tically) I was abaſhed at ſtanding in 

the midſt of ſuch a company, like a 
ereature thunder. ſtruck, or ſecretly 


ſmitten With the palſy, nobody could 
tell where.— 


When a man can neither go 
# backward nor forward, 'tis in vain 
© to worry him! None but a mad 
man will whip a dead horſe ? 


As I uttered: this wiſe aphoriſm, 
which for its credit is leſs ambiguous 
than more modern aphoriſms; with 
moſt doleful countenance and geſ- 
ture for my heart was ſeriouſly af- 
flicted; my Father and my Guardian, 
very contrary to my expectation, 
burſt into a loud laughter whilſt my 
amiable Mother ſat looking innocently 
at us all, as if the knew nothing of 

—_ Emily 5 
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Emily's faithleſſueſs, or of my mighty 
virtue in the Caſtle. — How ſhould 
the ? - 


Thus ſituated, we were at a full 
' pauſe, when a meſſenger from the Fa- 
-ther of Dorovontes, brought him a 
terter—He bowed, and withdrew, to 
peruſe it. 


'T was not; I confeſs, a bit the bet- 
ter pleaſed with the Count de Marſan 
for his extolling the perfection of 

Emily, without once glancing at 
mine. One conſolation I felt, and 
only one, which aroſe from repeating 
to myſelf three times; ſucceſſively; 
© Virtue is its own reward.” An 
adage, I was. certain, as old as my 
grandmother and as old-faſhioned. 


% Woman! 
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« Woman! woman!” (aid I in 


heroicks) “ what evils art thou not 


£6 
66 


the cauſe of? Thou canſt ſunder 
the deareſt ties of friendſhip! Thou 
canſt ſet men raging furiouſly. a- 
gainſt each other! Thou canſt 
turn them like wind- mills with thy 


breath, and fill their hearts with 


whim and caprice, till they be- 
come light enough for thy diver- 


tiſement. No—no—Il never be 
17 HET 


married | 


1 ſhook my head violently in pro- 


nouncing the laſt line — when the 


Count de Marſan, endeayouring to. 
ſtifle a laugh; NG me +: | 


c Henry, why. will you not be 


more ſerious; I with to talk to N 
« of Emily —her virtues.— 


= 


—ʒ—— — b— 


— 
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* O, aye—her virtues—let not the 


66 ſun ſtand ſtill on Emily's virtues, 


& leſt they ſhame him! — Bright! 
« very bright, very W ee is * 
«, * of . — 


4 sir — do you mean' ack ſaid 


* F ather. 


o maks that gentleman” ſatis- 


« fied with himſelf and his daugh- 


ter Sir,—what more can I mean? 


But you-ſeem to ſpeak ironically 
© of Emily—I charge e 


66 By my * tor Sir, na man 
46 ſhould dare to ſay as much as I 
© can, — tf 

© And wh would you hy af © my 

© child 
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© child? (reſumed her venerable fas 
ther). © * more than truth * has! 

6 Not a word, as L am a man of 
cc honor; but when I wiſh to be ſi- 
« Jent, why may I not be indulged. 
«© —My deareſt Mother, I appeal to 
«© you.” 


© The filence of my worthy Henry, 
may prove ingratitude towards thoſe 
* who. love him. — BE 

«© So—ah ! if you knew Madam, 
4 how cruel I might appear by 
breathing officious truth.— | 


© What can. all this mean 2” (ſaid 
MY Father) 5 Henry r yau are not 
© yourſelf—lIf you forfeit your candor 

© you will merit my contempt and 
© that. of your friends,” 


+: G 6 | = EX. 
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4 I expect it, Sir—T am prepared 


© to ſtand as the mark of fcorn and 


e deteſtation—but ſurely I ſhall not 
% deſerve the contempt. of her for 
"” WR: Fer this ſacrifice? ? 


«© You will, upon my honour, 


Henry! yes; poſitively you will 


© beg her contempt—nay, pe 
W already have" it— 


« Humph !—If there is any mean - 
ce ing in words, I am obliged to be- 
* ' ve" ou are right, Sir.“ 


Henry mme the Count de 
Marſan) © we muſt hear you plead 


© before a more competent and awful 


* judge, —Summon all your preſence 
© of mind; ſtrengthen your eloquence, 


© and arrange your proofs.—You 
have wounded the reputation of 


Emily, 


c Emily, even to her face 3 Lenin OP 


. to hate her. — 


c Hate her! — Hate Emily ! 3 


«© Hear me, thou Father of multi- 


« plying joys! Spread in this thorny 


« wilderneſs a bed of roſes for Emily! 
c Teach thy Zephyrs to kiſs her 


e cheek! Suffer not thy ſtorms to 
„ burſt upon her head. But bid her 


«© huſband and her children bleſs 
« her, when Henry 5 an lies 
66 low 1.— 


My dear ſon, you afflict me !— 
Try to compoſe yourſelf— Speak 
with coherence—your ſoul is agi- 


© tated with guſts of paſſion. 


The Count was grieved He ſighed 


and left the room. I ſat down filently, 


condemned myſelf as one born to in- 


creaſe 
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exeaſe che unhappineſs, of my friends; 
mourned the fingularity of my mind * 
and of my lot; and curſed the un- 


the window at: Emily and the Corde- 

We were all thus loſt in, painful 
fllence, when Count de Marſan re- 
turned, leading Emily; in one hand, 
and the Cordelier in tha och. | 


111i Ct; 101 2 | 44 1.5719 


O! what a eee 


All. 5 ſhook II fell 
hack in- my chair, bereft of pleaſure 
and of pain Il How the viſitants, 

hom was a ſtranger, except 
the ugly, vexatious Cordelier) conduct- 
ed themſel ves ; Mh had been indiffer- 
ent, or who had been attentive to me, 


er ho much precious time I had waſt⸗ 


3 | ic 


W W 
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ed. in my ſtate of fooliſhneſs, I knew | 
not nor had my troubled ſpirit lei- 
ſure, at this moment, for the empty 


nethings generally ne on ſuch 
denten n 


The ca object, when I 1 
that offered, was Emily; ſhe” ſtood 
looking at me, even after I had open- 
ed my eyes and had fixed them. on: 
her, ſtill the moſt intereſting! Butcher 
looks, while piercing me to the ſoul, 
declared not a fingle thought of her 
own. Her features only wore that 
kind of exterior which is often unapt- 
ly termed: vacancy, or abſence of 
mind: I ſay znaptiy, becauſe the mind: 
may be buſied in ſtrong working, be- 
hind flight and unmeaning appears: 
ances ; or, like an ceconomift, who 
_ whilſt; performing her taſk, without 
| noiſe, in a remote: part: of her dwel- 


ling, 
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ling, leaves her front parlours unoe- 
cupied: Hence we find ſurpriſing 
wiſdom'in many a man wearing a 
a dull countenance. So much for 
abſence of mind—to indulge which I 
ve ee 


HHaftih I en tw my . ruth . 
ed by Emily without ſpeaking, and 
ſhe rewarded me, for my politeneſs, 
' with a ſmile of conſciqus fuperiority. 
I cared not the Cordelier was my 

object towards him I advanced. 
He was ſtill habited as when in the 
Caſtle, carrying on his machinations; 
nor had even his motley beard been 
ſhaved—yet this uncouth appearance 
cauſed him no diſconcertion in the 


preſent company. - 
J had ſometimes in my impriſon- 


ment amuſed myſelf with the ſingu- 
larity 
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larity of this man's beard—the upper 
part of which, under his lower lip, 
was of a fine brown; and the end, 
which nearly reached his boſom, al- 
moſt grey: yet he had not a wrinkle 
in his face to tally with the experi- 


ence of forty years. I reſpected not 
his beard. * 


— had given a character of 
him, different from this he aſſumed, 
and I was reſolutely determined to 
expoſe him to my friends as an im- 
poſtor, whilſt I avoided every'expreſ- 
ſion that might tend to diſcloſe the 
weakneſs of ee 7 

All this was * commendable 
but J had ſeldom formed a plan, ſuc- 
ceeding circumſtances did not break, 
and leave me gaſping like an ideot 


after flying event. 
This 
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This hour, I-ftill preſumed; would 


be to me that of exultation. He and 
Emily had. txumphed. „ 


cgi, this cater: of deceit ; 
whoſe ſymptoms:of  fanRity, 1 in ſpite 
of my rage, almoſt; made me laugh, 
I addrefled him without ceremony 


_ 15 ſoppoſez- Sir, you are not yet 
28 the huſband of N 

af en are aaiety cehght, Sir, I am 
85 e e mea gs low: WOW. 50 


ws On what as youu found: your pre- 
4 tenſions * 

4 * On-nthing into work, bur 
paning + —_— time. 


2 


1 f 9 3 £ ? 
CY % 
5 * * 
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But what, Sir ?”—I fancied from 
his heſitation that he began to ſhud- 
der at being detected, and FOO 
my I with prides | 


100 But love. —Bowing ſtill more els 
ſequoullys 


14h I—am not no- will not de- 
ſeend to a rivalſhip but if you are 
an gentleman; II expect yon will 
7 meet me at nine in then morning 
CE if. not, own yourſelf an impoſtor: 
« and elude my vengenndo In the 
% interval Rang «23 ond 


; « You are.not apt in doing as you 
© are commanded ; but. Pl teach) you, 
in an hou r, to return my congee - and 
© now—do you. perceive I. can ſtand 
© upright ?? —coming up and looking; 
r 
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over my head; at leaſt attempting to 
do it] put my hand to my ſword. — 


Not yet, Sir,” (retreating) © pay 
© a little more reverence, if not to 
© me, to my beard ; which is almoſt 
© worn out in more pious offices than 
© that you mean to. employ me in 
Allow me to ſtep into an apartment 
© for a few moments, and I will con- 
© vince you that I am a gentleman, 
© that I never elude the vengeance 
of a vilifier—Aye, Sir, a cowardly 
aſſaſſin of ds 4 kame! is We 


I made no ri ran to the 1 bell 
rang it outrageouſly, and ordered the 
ſervant to uſher the Cordelier to the 
apartments prepared for the family of 
Count de Marſan. He accordingly re- 


tired. 


< Yau 
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. © You will repent your warmth, 
© Henry, ſaid the Count; you found 
* your challenge on falſe n 


« ] think not, Sir— that man is an 
os impoſtor.“ | 


© How does that concern you ?? 


ee Inaſmuch as he impoſed will 
« fully on my good opinion for cer- 
*© tain purpoſes—he—has—" 


© What has he ? (replied Emily, 
interrupting me with a provoking 
{mile.) | 


cc Madam—it would become you, | 
ce at this moment, to be ſilent; if, 
«for the ſake of one I loved, I re- 
ce ſigned my hope of happineſs in 
c his favour, while I believed him 

C6 to 


2 


. 
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e to be a man of honor, I will now 


46 chaſtiſe and correct the baſer part 
ce of his character; and, I repeat my 
<« opinion, that you ſhould be filent. 


© Suppoſe I ſhould - not think 
with you, redoubted Henry, whoſe 
c wrongs are you at liberty to a- 
venge? 


E 


* 


3 own.” 


© And how has the Cordelier wrong- | 
ed you: — 


8 . to— 


ICON” away with the lady you 
thought proper to reje&t—Ha ! Ha! 
Hal- were you then to learn that 
Emily poſſeſſed virtue ſufficient for 


her own purpoſe, with much to 
© ſpare ? 


223 
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© ſpate ? — Ha! Ha !--how could you 
© be ſo ungrateful as to forget your 
© obligation, when you felt doubts 
and unlicenſed, paſſions that muſt 

© have ſwallowed your boaſted honor, 
© had not Emily awed you into re- 
ſpect which was her due. My 
good, Sir, you muſt be married to 
© he civil. Suppoſe we fend for my 
© late Lady Abbeſs ? Would- u 
6 Ha—Fla—Ha" | 


« By Heaven b Madam, I'll not be 
laughed at! you dare mebut 
where was your excelling purity, 
cc when your face lay againſt the bo- 
«© ſom of the Cordelier ?” 


0 


N 


ce 


a 


Gone -I ſuppoſe I was at that 
© inſtant: the weakeſt of my Tex ! ? 


Con- 
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* Continue ſo ir triumph not 
6e ae in —in—“ 


16 Hold 9 Cordelier had juſt 

then mentioned you and your 

IM image never came back to my heart, 
© but my cold maxims of virtue flew 


MM < out of my head. I preſume you 
1 „ muſt, by this time, be ſenſible, 
=. 7 that where you are, Virtue, ſtands a 


poor chanee 


« Hey Hey! Is it poſſible, Sir, 
c J can be your ſon, that I am to be 
cc treated thus?“ | 


My Father laughed, and gave me a 
nod Emily reſumed— 
© To be truly ſerious, Henry, the 

1 knowledge of your captivity had 
© bereft me of my ſenſes—you had 
. : long 
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long been eſteemed but our firſt 
interview placed me under the ne- 
ceſſity of forgetting. you for ever; 
and perhaps we now meet, to meet 
no more!” Wc 


SEE 


. 


0" VVay well, Madam—you have 
ce managed me very well! The Cor- 
ce delier, I find, is to be your huſ- 
*© band—] tell you, he is no Corde- 
« lier. But, if you reſolve to marry 
„ him, I ſhall not fight him—may 
t you be happy ! exquiſitely happy. 


I told you, when in the Caſtle; 
Henry, that on your ſubmiſſion to 
© the Cordelier, depended your fate 
© and mine; on finding you ſuſpect- 
© ed me, Pride gave birth to my 
right of atonement from you, and 
1 charged the Cordelier not to re- 
turn the inſult, nor avenge it un- 
Vol. IV. H © leſs 


K KX 6 
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£2 | Cc. leſs you ſhould ever be in a ſtate 


© of freedom. To that end we a- 


© greed. mutually never to inform 


you of his name or quality: but, to 
* fave you, if " poſſible, with all your 
« faults; it now appears that we all 


© have divided obligation in equal 


© ſhares. You are at liberty, I give 
© you my conſent, that you marry 


ſome rich old widow of ninety, of 


© whoſe perſonal beauties I requeſt 
you, for your own ſake, to take 
« peculiar care; and now, for my 


* frank explanation, make me a very 
s low bow!“ 


Does this coquetry become you, 


bs, Emily! ? * it _ we meet to __ 


& for ever. . 5 
< When e aid you ſet a proper value 
. © on 9 tenderneſs? O Henry! 
0 What 
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© What days of dear regard did 1 
once promiſe myſelf with you!! 


A tear, more valuable than the 
richeſt jewel of the Eaſt, ſtood trem - 
bling on the lid of this bewitching 
creature; ſhe caſt her eyes down 
with the vain hope of concealing it. 
I was rivetted to the floor l aſhamed 
to own my anguiſh, and too proud 
to appear to underſtand her. Whilſt 
lightning ſeemed to flaſh from her 
cheek to mine. She was beyond 
herſelf—all intelligencg, A ſigh 
eſcaped me, it drew another from 
her heart. —I again met her eyes, 
and was turning away that I might 
avoid their too powerful beams, when 
the Cordelier entered. 


| Had the Spirit of Vebuachadies: 
zar, hideous as he once roared in the 
H 2 fields 
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fields of Babylon aroſe, I could not 
have been more aſtoniſhed than at 
if this Cordelier—ſo perfect a Proteus 
= His beard was gone! He was dreſſed 
| in a ſuit-of blue and gold; and, at 
| mais button, hung the croſs I had pre- 
| ſented ww. Emily on that fatal day 

when ſhe ſtepped into the carriage 
with her Father, purpoſing to return 
to her convent. 


Where am 1?—Who am — 2 
4e hall I bear this ſlaviſn exiſtence! 
f 66, . No!—Loys ſhall no longer drag 
«ed me down 8 lenity and cowardice. 
4 Beautiful tyrant | !—Difturber of i my 
c ſoul ! F ly. and Ne this barbarian 
6 * to my juſt | revenge,” 


Swelling with farious indignation, 

I had drawn my ſword, and, ad vanc- 
ing to the Sora, tore the vio- 
lated 


* 
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lated pledge of my affeftion from his 
boſom. 


My friends, who, to my ſurpriſe,. 
had fat quite unconcernedly and even 
amuſed, during the ſtrange ſcene, 
now aroſe haſtily from their ſeats, in- 
15 tending, 1 imagined, to become medi- 
ators; but my imagination had ſo long 
gone awry, that I began to ſuſpect it 
would: never rightly hit the truth, 
rior vas 1 altogether deceived. My 
Father laughed, and bad me fight 
well in my cowardly cauſe, or I 
ſhould, after all my endeavours , loſe 
the lady. 


> 1 
„Lowe you no ſuitable anſwer at 
ee this moment Excuſe me, Sir.— | 
« With you Sir”—(turning to the | 
| Cordelier) * I have a heavy ac- 

Hyg & count. 
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© count. One of us muſt fall—fol- 
% low me, Sir, immediately.“ 


— Will you rake a pinch of ſuuff: 4 
„ (said this man with amazing ſang 
froid)— and he really held his gold 
ſnuff box towards me, whilſt I was 
_ raging with impatience, and ready 
to ſtrike him that he ef ol as 1 
a waited, * 
If you will not eke fav, or S 
« will not fight you, it will be quite 
* the ſame; you will, Jam con- 
© vinced, .choak yourſelf. with paſ- 
c ſion. Come; let me ſee—your | 
8 ſword i is too long, it meaſures more - 
1 55 than mine by three inches No 
"20 matter, Sir, you ſhall haye that 
8 advantage; my own is long enough 
"to defend my SISTER, =— | 


46 Siſter 
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9 Siſter ! Siſter Am 1 ute ? 
ce J am the only owl in the univerſe 
that is blind at all times,—Gentle- 
men and ladies—I am your very 
humble ſervant! I'll plunge into 
ce the crater of Veſuvius, but TIE 
& cure my heart of this burn- 
66 ing.” 


La) 


( 


K 


C6 


+ was thing out of the room, 
__ with feeling and a multiplicity of 


ideas, when the Count de Marſan 


caught me by the arm.— 


5 « Whither would you fly from: 
thoſe who love you, Henry ? Is it 
much for you to yield to the 
truth? — you never deſpiſed it. 
And you have wandered from Truth 


only whilſt Truth was obſcured 
from you.“ 


TT 


* * 


5 
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e Obſcured! Good Lord! I loſt 
& Truth with all her train of bleſ- 
c ſings, when I ſuſpected Emily. 
4 Evil has grown on evil, till my 
« mind is dark! Emily can never 
* pardon me. I am wretched—a 
% very wretched out-caſt—and I de- 
Aer "ye my fate.” 


6 Mat I muſt dt think it. I 
formed your mind; T planted pre- 
cept in a noble foil, and it has 
grown to virtue. You have not 
diſgraced yourſelf, nor me; the 
© ſtruggles you have felt make you 
: * infin itel 1 dear. | 


* My — Guattihen * How 
4 poor I am!—Yet you would ad- 
“ miniſter peace. Will you intro- 
cc duce me once more to your Emi- 
7 17 ; ad I have been — her long 


. | | $2 
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« a ſtranger, long a. ſtranger to my- 
ce ſelf: ſay what I cannot ſay —- 
« O! tell her- more than ſhe will be- 
tc lieve! Tell her, without ſhe will 
ce be mine, I am undone ; and you 
c vill ſpeak like Henry.” 


The Count, ever perſevering in 
the path of univerſal happineſs, led 
me back to the company; placed my 
hand in the hand of his Son, to whom 
I lamented my error, and ſhewed him 
the. note of affignation which had 
_ cauſed me ſo much affliction. 


2 This note (ſaid he) my ſiſter 
wrote the next morning after I had, 
Mo from neceſſity, failed to meet her 
at the garden gate of Marizeme; 
but ſeeing me no more, (as I was 
arreſted that evening) till ſhe ſaw. 
me in the Caſtle; the note, conſe- 
„„ quently, 


e e 


16 
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© quently, never was conveyed, She 
© had kept it ; and as we were con- 
* verting. on the ſubject one day ſhe 
took it from her pocket—I read it, 
15 accidently put it in mine, and loſt 
© it ſomewhere in the Caſtle. I was 
«© diſtreſſed duting ſome weeks, fear. 
ing Dormoud had found it; and, 
© knowing his ſubtilty, had that 
© been the caſe, my life would ſecret- 
ly have paid for my careleſſneſs ; 
© fince Dormoud muſt have been aſ- 
* ſured, T was the Cordelier men- 
e tioned. Let us forget theſe miſer- 
* able hours, they can return no 
more; be happy, and you will con- 
5 tribute to our general felicity. Far 
© from our direction, moves the Spirit 
© of Event, who has ſo wonderfully 
- © and invifibly made us the joint in- 
ſtruments of preſervation to each 
© other, But ſo it will ever be with 
- 16a oa 


2. 


- 
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& kindred fouls, who act in ſecret uni- 
«© ſon, attrated by that one great ob- 
os 


-—— 


ce The firſt Good, fiſt, Perfect OY N 


66 © 0h Fair.” | 


While Douxvive—which was the 


name of Emily's brother, was com- 
forting me, my eyes would inſenſibly 


ſtray towards the window where ſhe 
was ſtanding . but Emily would not 
look at me; nor would one of the 


company plead my cauſe. I had not 


yet recovered the ſling of ſelf- re- 
proach, and fat down daunted and 
diſconſolate at a diſtant part of the 


room. My Mother, alive to ſenti- 


ment, and newly awake to love, could 
not ſee the ſon ſhe valued abandon- 


ed to cold repentance — ſhe aroſe, took 


me by the hand, and led me to the 


H 6 | window. 
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window where my Emily ſtood; aw- 


ful in injury, yet unreproaching. 


© If error can meet indulgence,” 
(ſaid my Mother) © ſuffer me to 
« plead for my Henry; pity the hu- 
© man heart, and conſign not to mi- 
© ſery the form you can make happy. 
©. Be like the Father of the. world, 
© not moving in: frowns, in flames. 
© and vengeance, as fools would. 
paint him,. but beaming. immeaſur- 
able love on the tribes of life.. Wo- 
min was born to harmonize: the 
ſoul of man, to render him capable 
of taſting refinement he never 


A A G * 


N 


could experience without her, and 


© to nurſe the tender features of 
Creation; the ſuperlative bliſs. of 
mortals lives in bleſſing. Pardon: 
* my Henry, and you will be bleſt. 


OY 


* / 


£3 Emily ! could you judge the 


| 6 * feel- 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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feelings of a Mother! how capaci- 
« ouſly ſhe looks forward how much 
© ſhe goes out of herſelf to live again 
© in her offspring I think you would, 
0 for my ſake, relent. | 


The bluſhes of Emily became her 
— but they increaſed the fires already 
playing round my heart. Her tongue 
was held by the trepidation of hers; 
and, timid as a fawn, encircled by 
thoſe who would deprive her of li- 


berty; ſhe, with trembling expreſ- 


ſion, requeſted my Mother to con- 
ſult with the Count de Marſan, ad- 
ne” 


The honor of my family is with 
© my Father: the affections of his 
daughter he holds inviolate. At 
6 preſent, I feel Y mee diſeompoſed. 
Pardon me. 

She 
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She withdrew— and with ber went 
ten thouſand of my hopes of future 
felicity. | 


' Not one of our little group, I be- 
lieve, could now be pronounced truly 
wretched. Dorovontes was in his 

ſtudy; but my Father was impatient, 
his generous heart was every moment 
filling with delight; and, drawing his 
chair near my Mother, he politely 
requeſted her to favour him, in few 
words, with the manner of her being 
reſtored. 


5 Fat” ever indebted to good old 
Malnor, he muſt relate my firſt 
© moments of returning life. I open- 
ed my eyes on him, and ſome coun- 
* try women who were ſtanding pity- 
fully round me, and who had 
bound up my wound. Being too 
4; * faint 


N 


* 
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1 faint to Gang. they wrapped me in 
© their cloaks, and placed me in a 
c ſmall. cart, in which were their 
c commodities for market. Com- 
* paſſion, ſuſpended ſelf-intereſt, and, 
6 inſtead of going forward to the, 
ow ſale, they returned; and, after going 
c flowly, about a mile through the 
wood, ſtruck into the high road; 
6 and in four hours arrived at a neat 
e farm- houſe. Here I was put into 
fy warm bed attended by a country 
- 6 ſurgeon, who ſoothed me without 
0 formality, and adminiſtered with- 
out arrogance. The point of the 
« bayonet had paſſed through the top 
of my ſhoulder—my arm hung life- 
© leſs ; but, the ſurgeon, in a few 
« days, pronounced me out of dan- 
« ger. I had been for this interval 
c exceedingly low from loſs of blood ; 


. in this languiſhment I was eaſy; 
© a kind 


— 
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© kind of lethargy had fallen on my 
© mind, and I was not intereſted by 
© any object. The paſt, I remem- 
© bered but faintly ; even you, and 
my dear Henry, ſeemed to be fo 
6 very far off, that I gave you up 
© for ever, and lay compoſed on my 
pillow, in a ſtate of vacancy I can- 
not deſcribe. Happily my reco- 
very was ſlowly progreſſive; no fe- 
'ver, no delirium followed, or 1 
might, in raving, have mentioned 
my huſband and my wrongs ; which 
would have awakened - curioſity 
diſadvantageous, perhaps imperti- 
nent. The good old man, who. 
« preſerved me,. had waited. for the 
© ſurgeon's opinion, and journeyed 
© forivard with a heavy. heart. He. 
© had revealed no more of my ſitua- 
© tion than it was neceſſary the pea- 
2 * ſhould. know. The. ſurgeon _ 
a Was 


„ SU Ys $.NS 


Ls 


K KM QA M a A DD 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES, 161 
was a worthy, not an inquiſitive 


man ; and I reſolved, as I gradually 
grew well, never to reveal myſelf, 


but to obey the order of an invinci- 


ble and invifible Power; as I was 


convinced that Power, moving 


through millions of ſyſtems, could 
not paſs over me without my feeling 


its influence. 


„My hoſpitable hoſteſs was a wi- 
dow, with five children, for whoſe 
ſupport ſhe 'toiled in her little 
farm, dug her garden, planted 
beans, and even manured her field 
with her own hands; cheerful, 


ſprightly and, blefſed with ſuch 


ſweetneſs of temper that ſhe never 
returned a frown, for the frown of 


© Fortune ; her childrens? faces were 


6 


es in continual ſmiles; her 
, own 
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( 


. 


=_. 


own unambitious boſom was - filled 
with- content. 


— : 


76 With this woman, taught e- 


nough to be charmed: with ſocial 
intercourſe, and warm enough to 


melt with female | tenderneſs, I 


learned to value the bleſſings of 


humble life. As my ſtrength re- 


turned, 1 endeavored to alleviate 


her arduous toils, afterſhe had been 
expoſed to the mid-day ſun, -or the 


bleak night wind. I knew not 
whether you were in exiſtence, nor 
where to write to my brother the 


Duke of BVA. My traubles 
were heavy: I ſuppreſſed the re- 
' membrance of them, yet my tears 
would flow when alone ; and una- 
vailing memory break my repoſe. 
Thrown into this new and ſtrange 


ſituation, I tried to be reconciled ; 
6 ſoon 


t 


5 


o 


K A * 


| . 
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foon became uſeful to my amiable 
peafant, and after we had agreed 
not to ſeparate, I took the educa- 
tion of her children ſolely on my- 
ſelf, while ſhe purſued her rural 
employment the truly induſtrious 
ſeldom ſtarve, Her daughters I 


taught reading, plain- work, and at 


laſt to ſlower their muſlin aprons, of 


which they were exceedingly proud, 


when they went to church on Sun- 


days, not only of fine aprons, but 
that the work was their own! 


In this ſtate of innocence and 
ſimplicity, I expected to ſpend my 
remaining years. I could not hope 
you or my Henry had ſurvived 
that dreadful night, when we were 
all enſnared in the houſe adjoining 


the convent; and the dread of 
being recogniſed by any * 
| * 
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< paſſenger, kept me much within. 
© If Jever was tempted to enjoy the 
breath of morning at any diſtance 
from the houſe, every breeze, every 
ruſtling of the groves made me 
ſtart—AMiCtion had enervated me. 
TI was refigned, not courageous, but 
frequently aſcribed-my-fooliſh fears 
to my weak ſtate of health. 


A 


A a „ 


4. Acres ey Fi fine day on 
the green before the door, with my 
little pupils, we ſaw three ſoldiers. 
travelling on faint and weary ; their 
manner of putting their feet down, 
as they ſtepped, convinced ine they 
were ſore. Their cheeks were pale, 
their eyes heavy, and their lips 
-parched, yet they journeyed pati - 
-ently on in the heat of the day, 
without aſking or expecting com- 

6 fort. They had — our dwel- 


ling 


VT 


A 
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1 . 


ling; and, in paſſing, had touched 


the cord of pity that held my heart. 


To the ſons of ſorrow, I'defired one 
of my young companions to run, 
and invite them to return. They 
came; I eivilly apologiſed, offered 
them : refreſhment, - which they 
thankfully accepted; and, fitting 


on the turf, became, revived. It 


was natural for them, as for thou- 


ſands more, to converſe when their 
ſpirits were light, on ſubjects with- 
in their own ſphere of activity. 


But what vexes me moſt,” (ſaid 


one of them) is, that the Duke 


£ 


6 0 


C 


-C 


marched us off ſo without our ha- 
ving another ſmack at that d——d 
priſon — what's ill- luck for one 


night? Befides, in my. opinion, we 


had the beſt of it; for we loſt but 


three privates at that gate where 


the 


1 


- — - - 
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© the ſortie was made, and the guards 


of the Caſtle amounted, * ſwear, 
© to more than on $77) 


152 What fenifies 1 ie a 


ſecond) © you know the Governor 


© received: a reinforcement the next 
© night of three hundred, which were 
© drawn up' in 06 Tron of the Caſ- 


6 moan | 


c Ha! but I mean we ſhould dave | 
made a breach in the wall on the 
firſt night; we bad a fairer chance 


then.” 


N 


* 


* 


——_ 


ö tho we might, if the Duke of 
B###* had not given the com- 
manding officer orders to ſave the 
lives of his men, if he found the 
Caſtle ſtrongly defended.” | 


8 


N 


' 6 


II was 


K M « K« 


o 


© ter for him to the poſt at- 


c 
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© ] was tying up the wild flowers 


we had gathered, whilſt thoſe men 
were converfing on the graſs-plot 
but, on hearing the name of my 
brenner, my heart was touched. 


The Duke of B#*#*#*#, did you 
mention, ſoldier | # 


< Yes, Madam; as s god an officer 
as ever tried a muſket.” 


„ Where is he?“ 


© We know not where he is now, 


Madam; we are going home upon 


furlough ; and T am to carry a let- 


< May I be permitted to read the 
© addreſs? 


6 - 


ed 
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© Yes, certainly; but you muſt 
© read it in. my hand; I cannot let 
the letter go out of my own hand.” 


© I read—— To the Count de 
< Marſan.”. 


I will give you this ſilver, if you 
© will throw a letter into the ſame poſt 
for me. 


© That we will, Madam, or do any 
< thing elſe, if you pleaſe to com- 
© mand us.” : 
Thank you: I have little to com- 
mand but in this you may render 


me more ſervice than J ever ſhall be 


> 


able to reward you for. 


I ran into the houſe; and fearful 


of future chance, was conſtrained 
1 | © to 


* 
2 
N 


© ſleepsata country houſe in 
© and will wait many _ for your 
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© to ſtifle my beſt feelings. | Surely 


© there is magic in the pen! It is the 
< taliſman of a full ſoul, it embodies 


* thought, it ſubſtantiates viſion, and 
* reverſes the power of matter by 
© obliging us to behold the body 

5 tan the mind. 15 


bs Al hit moment, J dared not in- 
* dulge the mental relief, I dared 
not vahurthen; my heaving boſom, 
and only wrote whilſt trembling 


N 


* with ut de.. 6 


90 Should this rok you, remem- 
© ber E-—, the friend of Henry— 


9 


£ anſwer. 


" Diſappointment had ever dog- 
c ged me, and now chilled: my ex- 
Vo L. IV. 1 pec- 


— 
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© peRation, I could not be ſanguine 


© in my hope of ſucceſs; I was ſan- 
© ovine enough in my wiſhes. Af 
© ter I had delivered my letter to one 
© of the ſoldiers, who begged me 


© to rely on his honour, as famili- 


6 arly as if he had been bred a 
© courtier, they departed with good 
« e and grateful RUNS; 

1:4 True it i, wut in ee 

towards the grave, we may often 
© cheer a fellow-traveller with a tri- 
« fle; and it is unfortunately as true, 
© that forgetful of the ſhort diſtance, 
© we weary ourſelves in puſhing on 
with our bags, merely to lay them 

© Jaded on the brink, after leaving 


our fellow creatures fainting be- 
a hind. 


* 
we 


"6 « You wil be ſurpriſed; that in 
| 't >; 37 the 


L 


THE ROY AL. CAPTIVES. 171 


L FE. the courſe of ſive years I nad not 
7 © endeavoured to find the Count de 
« Marſan,' I had read in one of 
© the Paris papers, in which my 
good hoſteſs one day brought ſome 
figs from market, that the Count de 
Marſan was under an arreſt, that a 
* ſeal had been put on his papers, 
and that he was to be conveyed to 
Paris. Only a part of this intelli- 
< gence I have fince found was true; 
| but as it then increaſed my fears of 
being again ſeized by the wolves of 
deſpotiſm, I took no meaſure, to 


0 | 0 find Count de Marſan, till this op- 
Ir. < portunity: offered, which has been 
lj attended mths ſucceſs... 5 

| 5 FR. Alben be ons my abe my 


1 © mind was more at eaſe. Hope 
©. emerges from Uncertainty, we are 

— *-buoyed, on her airy nothings, and 
1 2 1 220 


— 
5 — 
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© if the can produce but one defira- 


ble object in perſpective, we ſpring 
forward. 


© ] had loſt you—with the Count 


„ de Marſan, 1 promiſed myſelf the 


© laſt privilege of the wretched ; 
freely to mourn, or taſte. repoſe in 


CF the boſom of Friendſhip. Hope 


© did not deceive me here; this diſ- 


© intereſted and faithful friend ar- 


ri ved on the — of —, and 
guarded me, at midnight, to a 
© neighbouring village ; after enrich- 
4 
4 


* ing the amiable woman who had ſo 


kindly afforded me an aſylum, and 
© whoſe unfeigned ſorrow. found no 
< relief at the moment of our ſepa- 
ration in pecuniary reward. To 
© her children I awakened her atten- 
tion; commended them ſtill to her 
© unremitting care; and, taking each 
n 131 | c of 


\ 


_ * pleaſing aſtoniſhment, that his Emi- 
© [ty had lately been. recovered; chat 

_ © you and my ſbn were yet living, 
- © priſoners in the Caſtle of M=——, 
and that my brother, the Duke of 
© B#%4%, wich whoin he had con- 
1 ftantly Ereefponted;” had reſolved 
© to free you at the hatard of his life 
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of them by the hand, whilſt the 
b big tears rolled filently down their 
_ © cheeks, ſoftly whiſpered an adieu. 


From the Count I learned, with 


and fortunes. Here, my dear Hen- 


C275 you have my tale, not replete 


with high atchievement, but wick 
the placid charms of rural life; 
© which, I can affure you, wil add 
* to my value as a wife and a mo- 
0 cher, if Ne is Wen Fo 


My Father filed, 8865 ary look 
it, I 3 betrayed, 


EE —_ * 
- —.— — — 


* 
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betrayed unaffected tenderneſs; and, 


in the moſt' elegant language, he 
complimented his Eleanora on the 
ſelf. poſſeſſion and compoſure with 


which ſhe had reconciled herſelf to 
change and misfortune : and much did 


ſhe deſerve commendation, who could 
prove, that the ſoul can command 


her fate by ſubmiſſion, finely blend 


the magnificent with the minute, and 


act ſublimely with feebler minds ſo 


delicately, that the latter ſhall draw 


comfort from 8 uniſon. 
El 32 5 


ee after ths had peruſed 


1 
* 


his letters, returned with a dejected 


countenance; his penſiveneſs gave 
alloy to ww Ken u we 88 to 
taſte. girth A 


My Father is dying,” (ſaid he) 


rh "what affects me more is, that he. 1s 


« ſtung 


* o DEAR LODXOR, 


"THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 17 


© ſtung with remorſe. I would give 


my worldly poſſeſſions to purchaſe 
© him comfort! He no-] wiſhes the 


* paſt had never been, or at that 
© time could return Is there a balm 
© in nature can deaden his memory? 
O, no! None ſhall, lift the man- 


„ dragora to his lip but he who, can 
* temper it with mercy. Read this 
letter teach me to pluck the thorn 


from his pillow—He cally on r 
eee, 1d 2. 4 


ws wt 24 561 3 I £444.43 0 


My Father read "= 


. MANY years have 8 


on ſince I wrote to you as a Fa- 
ther, or conſidered you as my Son. 
© Fhis lapſe of time was like frozen 


6. gs in which nothing could exiſt 


. 
„ 


14 © my 
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© my family depended on you; the 


« daughter of Mezartes, whoſe power 


© would have placed you on the ſum- 
© mit of ambition, waited to receive 


© your hand; and J vainly hoped 


© that the obſtacle removed, your af- 
©. fetion would fade in the natural 
© ineonſtancy of youth. In this 1 
* was Rif-deceived—Maria awakened 


© every tender emotion in your ſaul'; 


© and every deſtructive paſſion in 


© mine, that can blot the beauty of 


< order, or deface humanity—you 
« were deaf to my commands TI was 


£ incenſed, Maria was the child of ob- 
© ſcurity, and I reſolved the wife ſhould 


« {ſuffer for the huſband's diſobedi- 
ente. Your aunt Alizville withed 
© to ſave her; but, highly reſent- 


© ing your obſtinacy, I cauſed Maria 


to be immured and executed in the 


by Caftle of-. 1 Miſerable, un- 


C fortunate 


* 
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© fortunate Son of a more + miſerable 


© Father! Age and diſeaſe are 


* quenching my fiery ſpirit. Ap- 
* proaching death is throwing up 
6. the veil of darkneſs and- ambition, 
© and my paſt deeds lie heavy on my 


dying heart! Maria injured, pale 


Maria, ſeems to ſtand at my pil- 
© low, whiſpering comfort; ſmiling 


© when I hope, and weeping when I 


deſpair.— Is this the harmleſs form 
i I have torn from you! She is. 
©. gone No trace of Maria remains. 
I am going !—Whither—O! whi- 
© ther is my fearful ſpirit doomed to 
wander? Lodnor !—] vainly call: 
on .Lodnor ; he hears me not. The- 
bird of night firs ſcreeching to the 
horrors of darkneſs, near my 
chamber, on the old oak from 
which you were uſed; in your boy- 
e deren to pluck che acorn, and 
| £þ 7 2 bring 


* 


6 * * @ 
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© bring/it me; aſking a ſmile for 
vyour reward. Pity the pratling of 
an old man !—I am old—very old 
* —weary of the world—raving over 
the picture of memory! yet trem- 
bling at Death, who will ſoon eraſe 
„ it.— Still I ſee you in every thing. 
© I hear you in the winds—T hear 
© you invifibly calling for Maria; 
© yet you come not to bleſs me with 
the kiſs of peace! you come not to 
© cloſe my aged eyes! I cannot live 
< to receive your W arewell— 
ier Me tt. 
"= C * 
2 FEI 3: Bip 08 
4 $1 cam, (aid my Father) 
| you have ſuffered much—the world 
© can hold no bleffing equal to thoſe 
Iz you have loſt, —But what can hu- 
man language teach you ? Difficult. 


as it may be chus to ſtand the ar- 
rows 


a 


K 


4 
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* rows of affliction, and to grieve in 


« 


+ filence, like the wounded hart, we 
expect the mild and great example 
in our friend. No aid can be at- 
forded by external objects — you 
know how to ſuffer! Vou can draw 


auxiliaries from within; your ſoul, 
independent of mankind, is inex- 
hauſtible in her reſources, and I 


muſt commend you to yourſelf.? 


9% Ts it not fot that a Father 
< ſhould ſander my deareſt ties, whilſt 
the ties of Nature were evidently 
ſtraining me to his heart? O, my 
Father! Your heart is breaking! 

you never till now conceived he 
| anguiſh, of mine! Merciful heaven! 
755 alleviate, or ks, his. agonies. of: 


\ ſnort duration. — 


. Dore 


— 


%. 
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Dorovontes deeply felt the tree 


dying, from which he had ſhot forth 


a bloffom on the world The de- 
graded foul alone can deſpiſe a pa- 
rent—their very weakneſſes endear 
them to us ; their errors, hee: gone, 
- Excite our phy?” 


Thou who art now laying on the 


rack of duty the heart of thy child ! 


tearing the caſket that holds the 
image of guiltleſs love, and ſtung by 


human pride, wouldſt eagerly draw 


forth that image, too facred and too- 
exquiſite for thy touch !—Withold 
the knife !—Know there are rights 
inviſible, and fuperior to thy thirſt 
of obedience ! ſuperior to thy pru- 


dent giving, and to thy cruel right 


of primogeniture; were they not, 
how une qually wouldſt thou torture 


my children! Then ſpare the heart! 


Leave 
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Leave not thy child as a trembling 
fabrie, defolated by parental pride, 
falling filently into duſt, un wpitie 
and LOGOS" * 


© I'll go! Order my attendants. | 


* I'll go immediately.——Should he 
not be dead! what comfort ſhall I 
feel in comforting him, in encou- 
© raging him to hope Or not to 
hope! but to throw himſelf undiſ- 
mayed on the cauſe of creation. —T 
© muſt go—He' will die caſter at 4180 
on my Ne 12 


Far from Kientiontich our ſpeeches: 
into what the world calls advice, to- 
wards a man ardent in his ſentiments 
of compaſſion, and who had a chance 
of giving pleaſure to a mind that was 
yeatning after him, we ſummoned 


nn * +a a 


2 
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his attendants, who obeyed Doro» 


'ontes more. from love n fear. Wh 


2 „ uh dini wie 

8 Hold, (ſaid the N 11 
© his hand in his pocket ; here is an- 
other letter from Mirontere, an 
old confidential friend of my Fa- 
ther's:; it touches on much. We al- 
ready know. Granſdine was ever 
one of the moſt ene rin. 
en 


7 27 2 


Thad 9 by comparing the dates, 


(ſaid I) © that Emily eſcaped him 
ce at a moment when avarice had: 
« ſeized, his black ſoul, and hurried: 
10 him on to oppoſe the claim of An- 


44 tonio's amber dene. 


1188 0 x 
"4 * « 8 e > & 4 5 4 5 
a 4 . $754 £4. ils 


| 1 3 oyer my. memorandums, 
found. his letter to Emily when at 


the houſe of Marizeme, and forgave 


Dormoud: 
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Dormoud-all I owed him on my own 
account, for his deceiving Granſdine; 
whom I ſhall no watts * Ro- 
derique. 


I] am not ſurprized' (ſaid Doro- 
vontes) © at the contents of that 
© Jetter,* (as I was caſting my eye 
over it) © ſince. Mirontere was the 
friend of De Forbes, and ſtate ſe- 
© crets are no longer kept than it is 
© the intereſt of ſtateſmen to keep 
them. Read Henry - 


5 


MV DEAR FRIEND, 

«< YOUR Father, I am concerned 
to inform you, is ill; we have no 
hope of his recovery—he calls on 
© you, talks to you as if you were 
near, and ſays his labouring Spirit 
: can never leave the world until 


© he 


—— — 


* 
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he ſees you, If fuch impatient diſ- 
traction is the effect of Fancy, I 
fear Fancy can increaſe mortal 


S & <a 


© pangs! How incomprehenſibly are 


© we formed; yet how wiſe we are 
© willing to appear in judging our 
fellow creatures. I pity your Fa- 
© ther—[ have no right to fit in the 
judgment ſeat, or to ſtand between 
© him and his Maker. Have you- 
© heard of the late attempt of the 
©. Duke of B**** to deliver the two 
« ſtate priſoners ? The younger, it is: 
feared, has eſcaped, ſince he is nei- 
ther dead nor alive to be found in: 
the Caſtle—the elder remains, but 
cannot, or will not ſpeak. ls it 
© not aſtoniſhing that an order ſhould: 
« paſs. the ſecret-council-chamber for 
© their immediate execution in one- 
© night, and the ſame order be in- 


2 FER repealed ? Such f is the ſport, 
ä I ſuch: 
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© ſuch the whim and caprice of thoſe 
© who murder without law. 


© I thiak- you muſt remember De 
© Forbes, to whom the 'Queen-regent 


often unburthened her confcience—-. 
© his younger ſon was killed in the 
e Foreſt 'of —— in attempting to 


£ ſeize the Nate priſoners I hate men- 
© tioned, The elder came wn the 


© .— day of — to refute an or- 


r phan left by his brother Antonio, 
for whom truſtees had put in 2 


wclaim, which went to the Caſtle of 


0 


to ber with its domains, 


: and all the independent part of. 


© poor Antonio's fortune. This cauſe 


js not decided; but Granſdine, the 
heir of De Forbes, (who I hear has 


© long borrowed the name of Rode- 
© Tique) is gone to the Foreſt of 


* with an intent of immuring the 
4 | _ © orphan 


- 
* * 


——ñ—ꝓ— 
Eh 


— — —— 
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* orphan for ever. See, my dear 
c Lodnor, how the world goes! We 


© are all buſy, all afpiring, yet we 


© mult ſleep- im, everlaſting beds no 
© higher than ant-hills, ,, Happy are 
you, whoſe. pleaſures reſt not on 

© others, . further than philanthropy | | 
5 teaches. you to bleſs them, and 
* making up, in ſpeculation,what you 
o cannot demonſtrate.—1 know no 


man ſo happy. Long may you 


: e to won who, GUMS of your 


x 


| 14 


15 67 MIRONTERE. 


1 


e The child has many MIME K 


© plied my Father) the is placed be- 
* tween us all as our concentring point 
of gratitude and friendſhip; ; to 


6 her relatives are We indebted for 
. og 1 A EYFry 
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* every earthly comfort lle muſt 
e find defenders. 


. Dorovontes, Sir, will, on his 

15 journey to his Father, paſs within 
e twenty miles of the houſe of old 
« Malnor, permit me to accompany 
« him ſo far, and I will return.“ 


I cannot conſent, Henry,” (ſaid 
| Dorovontes) you will be in dan- 

ger. Truſt to chance when you. 
* have nothing elſe to truſt to; at 
© preſent you are ſecure. All that 
can be done I have intereſt enough 
to accompliſh ; and, however you 
may expreſs your gratitude to her 
relatives, I offer my free agency to 


the exfitd. e 


* R «a - 


* 


Night 1 had been advancing ſome 
DONE? we prevailed -on our friend 
| to 


— 
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to remain till the break of day. Count 
de Marſan retired— Emily ſent her 
apology for not ſupping with us; 

and, full of idea natural to our dif- 
ferent ſituations, we went to repoſe. 


Emily had excuſed herſelf on ac- 
count of indifpoſition, the reality of 
which. doubted—becauſe I had more 

to fear, She had avoided an ex pla- 
nation, and 1 provoked her pride too 
far; in this ſuſpence ] ſlept but light 
1y, forming ſhadows when awake, as 
clowns form gigantic figures in the 
_ exchalations of the atmoſphere. 


No influence ſo ſecretly prevades 
the univerſe. No influence falls ſo 
ſurely, operates ſo forcibly, adheres 
fo cloſely to the world, as that of 
love. To Love and Emily I owe all 
the chaſtity, humanity, generofi ty, 
| pity, 
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pity, candor, friendſhip, and religion, 
I ever did or ever ſhall poſſeſs. No 
wonder I ſhould deplore the abſence 


of an object capable of filling my 


ſoul with excellence ! But I ſome- 
times could not tell why, with ſo 
much excellence, I could not be quite 
contented. 120 if 

The morning come—Doroyontes 
took leave; and on enquiry, I was 
informed, that the complaint of Emily 
wore every ſymptom. of increaſing 


fever. Phyſicians were ſent for; 1 


was ſenfibly alarmed. Could they 
heal the ſoul ! Douxvive ſeldom left 
me, but to ſit near the bed of his 
ſiſter. He was ſelf-commanding, and 
bleſſed with the power of compoſing 


Others. When I murmured at the 


waywardneſs of my fate, he would 
ſooth my uneaſineſs, which fell little 
; 9 ſhort 


\ 
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ſhort of remorfe; but obliquely hint- 

ed, that my future hope depended 
on Emily alone ; for the Count de 
Marſan intended not to give his ad- 
vice on the ſubject of our union. 


Here was I again, a forſaken, un- 
happy man ! truly experienced in the - | 
conflicts cauſed by pride and love, | 
and had reaſon to ſuppoſe thoſe pal. 
fions were ſtrongly contending in the 1 
heart of Emily. The ſuſpending 
chance was, whether Love would 
prove moſt conſtant to a wretch like 
_ WOE, 1 
All that is woman in Emily I have 
inſulted ! That dignity of mind which 
ſupports the modeſty of the wife, and 
ſecures the honor of the huſband, I 
have ſo trifled with, that its eſtimate 
1s s fallen, and' no. longer binding be 

tween 


—— = 
x — | I 


ſerable ! een 
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rden Emily and me! Should ſhe 


aſk. me now, in the midſt of her ſu- 
perior advantages, what aſſurance 1 
can give that ſhe would not, through 
life, prove an object of my mean 
ſuſpicion hat anſwer is left me? — 


Fool! Fool ! Thus to leave myſelf at 


her merey For if ſhe is not angel 
enough to bleſs me faulty as J am, 
the world does not bold a man ſo mi- 


\ 
4 * 


>; Thus 1 exclaimed, whilſt my ima- 
gination was with her.— felt her 


burning veins, her aching head, and 
lifted the cool beverage to her parched 


lip by the ſympathiſing charm of 
Fancy. My foul exiſted with her! I 


felt the want of her ! My appetite, 


my ſleep forſook me; and as the 


hourly grew worſe, ſhe ſeemed to 


draw me downward to the grave. 
oY . My 
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My Father grieved—my Mother 
conſoled me. I ſtrove to be cheerful, 
nor did I willingly embitter one mo- 
ment of their new-born happineſs, 
but wandered frequently alone into 
the neighbouring woods, whilſt E- 
mily's ſcorching: ſighs I hoped were 
pleading with Heaven as they aroſe. 

The Duke of B**##*, accompa- 
. nied by the Marquis, at length arri- 
ved. I hailed them with a grateful, 
but wounded! heart. The Count de 
Marſan, Douxvive, the whole fa- 
mily were revived ; and we were not 
without hope that Emily would ſhare 
the general gratification. Her' bro- 
ther, the Marquis, had not ſeen her 
ſince more than fix years had paſſed 
away. She now received him with 
tears of joy; hung upon his neck as 
he __ over her pillow; and, 
laying 


— 
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laying her head on his arm, as if ſhe 
would have- called him all her own, 


bade her Father be comforted, or he | 


would be unworthy ſo noble a ſon. 


She poke with a ſmile-—ibe cruel 
fever had more than vermilioned her 
cheeks; her eyes were beautiful, even 
in wildneſs; her fine hair fell in 
ringlets on the tucker of her night- 
gown, which was cloſely drawn 


round her boſom, and ſhe looked like 


an angel contented to leave the world 
as ſhe found it. 


My dear Eleanors” (ſaid ſhe, ta- 
king my Mother by the hand) © you 


N 


fore; is he not handſome ? Ves. — 
And he is not mean. Where have 
you been ſo long I have ſuffered 


9 


K 


Vo IL. In. K 6 —all 


never ſaw this brother of mine be- 


in your abſence—It does not ſignify 


7 
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© —all is over! Friends and foes have 
< hurted me—My head pains me— 
2 © So does my heart. : 


My beloved filter (ſaid Erlig- 
nores, almoſt in tears) © you muſt try 
<< to be well -I will come and fit 
with you—we will alternately amuſe 
c our friends; not that my adven- 
© tures can enliven the ſad, or make 
© the fooliſh wiſe ;, at leaſt they have 
© not had that effect on me but the 
< recital of dangers paſt, pleaſe many 
who have not proved them; and 
© who, had that ſuperlative honour 
< been offered them, at the peril of 
their lives, would have been wiſe 
© enough to decline it. And now, 
* Emily, I am returned to be happy, 
yet I cannot be happy without * 
4 n Dunn! | 


5 
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pn Huſh— name not e 3 


« But 1 muſt; I owe kim my life, 
* you unn a . | 


© He has broke my heart -Alet me 

1 n he has done this 5 
5 Who! what 1 There is not a 

© more N character 


ox. T ell "70 ſo—He will not believe 
700. — SET. 


| 1 bad been ein behind my Mo- 
ther, agitated and impatient to make 
every proteſtation of truth, love, and 
eternal confidence; but was reſtrained 
by the fear of increaſing her pertur- 
bation, which was ſo viſible, that her 
Father recommended reſts We re- 
tired to the drawing- room, where the 
| K 2 Duke, 


* 
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Duke, my Father, and Dobkvive 
waited. Tender concern hung on us 
all, Each would willingly have 
cheered bis friend; and there was a 
vivacity and native livelineſs in Er- 


lignores, ſo very different from the 


death-like ſtate. in which I ſaw him 


Numbering in the Caſtle, that I could 


with difficulty reconcile er to his 
1 


©] hope, and I believe,” (faid he) 
* that my ſiſter's illneſs will not be 
© Jaſting. Her mind ſeems to have 
« undergone ſome violent ſhock ; 
© which, as time will oblige her 10 


forget, her fever will weaken in its 


ptogreſs but what does ſhe mean 
2 8 you, 880 1 ** 


The Count de FIR 3 


undertook the explanation of my 
; od 
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fond credulity, in which he mingled 
ſo many eulogiums on my character, 
that I was half inclined to withdraw, 
and leave my character in his hands. 
| Erlignores ſmiled, drew from his 
Father's ſtory higher hopes of Emily's: - 
recovery: and, after flattering our- 
ſelves into a kind of conſolation, e- 
qually taſted, the Count deſired his 
ſon to relate his troubles ;_ adding, 
never were a family ſo oppreſſed, 
and fo wonderfully reſtored to each 
© other. Poſterity would reject the 
c tale l or deem it een ” 


Lou may Wee Sir, that” 
my brother and myſelf wrote to 
you, and to our fiſter, who was 
then in the convent of on our 
going a tour with the Duke of 
B**#**, The Duke had long been 
diſguſted with the court- party, and 


K 3 with 


2 


A 


5 


-.0> 
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© with the King, whom he ſuſpected 


of countenancing the perſecution 


of the elder Henry, and of im- 


„ muring his ſiſter, Eleanora; his 
c 


conſtancy and faithfulnefs to the 


Monarch was not ſhaken by indig- 
nities repeated, whilſt his mind was 


in uncertainty ; from the time Ele- 
anora was ſecretly conveyed away, - 
and the Duke had entruſted her in- 
fant ſon to your protection, he 
had heard no account of Henry or 
his tutor, till a peaſant brought 
him a private letter, in which the 
former related the manner of his 
being ſhipwrecked in an attempt of 
the ſtate to change the place of his 
impriſonment, after the death of 


oberer 


© 


his tutor, for that of the Tos 


After 


' 
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After anſwering this letter by the 
© peaſant, informing his brother of 
© his intention to quit France, for 
© awhile appointing the reſidence of 
© Dorovontes, as a general rendez- 
vous, and adviſing Henry to tra- 
vel incog, we took leave of our 
« friends. At every convent we paſl- 
© ed, during. our journey - by land, 
we made enquiries for Eleanora, 
© but in vain. Letters addreſſed to 
© the Duke of B***#* were forward- . 
ed by agency after him; and we 
received one from his faithful confi- 
© dent Diralveir, informing him, that 
if he was not careful he would be 
© arreſted, as ſpies were ſent after 
© him for that purpoſe, This infor- 
© mation obliged us to leave zerra 
Arma, and take ſhipping ; not that 
< we had a favourite port in view. 
$ Courtiers, in diſgrace, have gene- 

i 4 rally 
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4 
.C 
c 
8 
. 
c 
8 


3 


rally the world before them. But 
Dormoud, with, whoſe i intimacy the 


Duke. had diſgraced - himſelf, we 
were informed, was ſo active in 
« purſuing him, that we put to ſea 
in the firſt veſſel we could meet 

© with. So it will ever be—mo- 
narchs blinded by paraſites, devote 


their beſt friends to deſtruction. 


Soon as Wwe were on board, we 
+, were informed the veſſel was bound 
to Carthagena. The Duke ſmiled 


at the caprice of his fortune, and 


obeyed it with good humour.— 
Douxvive and myſelf would have 
been aſhamed to murmur under fo 
ſuperior an example of patience and 
magnanimity. For my part, be- 


ing of a lively temper, though of 
corrected principles, I diverted my- 


ſelf, when I could, and mourned 
only when I was i to mourn; 


ef 


. 


{ 
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© of courſe company enticed me, and 
© I frequently ſtaid later than 1 
© ought; too prodigal of time, ſel- 
© dom valued till nearly ſpent, I had 
« dined and ſupped with a French 
„family, thoughtleſs of the hours 
« till the clock ſtruck twelve—T. 
£ ſtarted from my ſeat, took my hat, 
© and. was walking ſedately to my 
« lodgings, when I heard the claſh- 
ing of weapons; and, turning the 
* corner of the ſtreet, ſaw Henry 
* againſt the wall, defending himſelf 
© from four or five bravoes ; ſome of 
whom he laid at his feet. I aſſiſted 
him in finiſhing the buſineſs -with- - 
out knowing him; left Carthagena 
in two days after, and never ſaw 
him till he ſtood near the ſide of 
my bed in the Caſtle; nor had I 
© even then a knowledge of his birth 
; Bug: : . © and 


© and connexions, To have remain- 
ed at Carthagena—to have ſought 
© the torrid or the frigid zone, would 


£ have been leſs dangerous than our 


return to France. We conſulted 
on this point, and concluded, that 
<. to, be) travellers in foreign lands, 
with no object in view, was to waſte 
c life, France was at this period in 
a ſtate of ſecret anarchy, whoſe 
.* murmurs:;were lulled to temporary 


« filence by cruelty and terror, whilſt 


© the wounded were forbad to groan. 


The Duke pitied thoſe who could 
© not relieve themſelves. He was, 


« by. the people, univerſally beloved, 
the people who had an equal right 
6 with their Monarch to retain their 
( poſſeffions, had many;of them loſt 


« their poſſeſſions. They aſſembled 


25 in {mall diviſions ; were ſometimes 
| £ 6 ſeattexed: 
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© ſcattered, and again were obſerved 


to Unite, and to complain. The 


f 6 
* 


Duke of Savoy, whoſe views were 
intereſted with the Elector of Ba- 


varia, joined the mal - contents. 
The Duke of B**** made himſelf 


known to them, was joyfully re- 


ceived, and his preſence added ſpi- 


it to enterpriſe. To ſanctify his 
daring, give new vigour to his 
patriotiſm, and martial ardor, we 


received a letter from Dorovontes, 
encloſing one from the Count de 


« Marſan; wherein we were informed 


C. 


C- 


[ a, a «a „ ® = 


that our ſiſter Emily was raviſhed 
from him, that Eleanora, Henry 
the elder, and Henry the younger, 
' he had reaſon to believe, were exe-- 
cuted or made priſoners for life: 


that all were loſt to him—himſelf 


under arreſt in his own houſe, and 


his papers under the ſtate ſeal. 
3 K 6 « This: 


* P 
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© This information made it unſafe 
for us to viſit my Father. We 
wrote to Dorovontes for letters of 
© credit and character, to intraduce 
one of us to Le Tellier, with whom 
* Dorovontes, was a favourite, and 


A 


88 


to whom my brother and myſelf 


* 


\ 


were perſonally unknown. My ha- 
bit was ſometimes that of a mecha- 
nic, the Duke's that of a private 


40 
- 


c gentleman, Douxvive was fixed on 


to cultivate the friendſhip of Le 
Tellier, difguifed as a Cordelier. 
By this ſtratagem we hoped to lay 
hold of ſome clue to guide us through 
© the impervious labyrinth of court 
* intrigue; and, to further it, my 
F brother remained within till his 


5 beard was grown long enough to 


l conceal an artificial one of added 
n © length, left bis youthful appearance 
: 9 prove repulſive to that fami- 

| * liarity 
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© Harity and confidence, ſeldom re- 
« poſed but in the boſom deepened by 
years and experience. The mind of 
my brother was ever ſerene; the 

0 paſſions in him but ſeemed as 

wholeſome winds; not violently im- 
« pelling, but moving to actuate and 
c inſpire. With natural advantages, 
* ſo neceſſary, he approached le Tel 
lier; and found the wily ſtateſman 
* ſurrounded by men ſanguinary in 
their views, ſervile in their means of 
* attaining them, and barbarous and 
bloody in executing, Among theſe 
© were Granſdine, the elder ſon of 

De Forbes, and Dormoud the ene- 
my of the Duke of B***#*, Granſ- 

dine knew not my brother; who, 

finding the underſtanding of Dor- 
moud the moſt intelligent, though 
* moſt perverted, thought if any im- 
portant buſineſs was to be perform- 
| | : ed, 
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ed, the ſagacious le-Tellier: would 


«é © rather act in conjuction with Dor- 


©. moud, than with the hot, impetu- 
© ous Granſdine; who, blinded» by 


the ſoftened manner, and elegant 


language of Dormoud, had weakly. 


© and fooliſhly made him his confi- 
« dent. The man who is | enriched: 


with the ſecrets of another, has 
more to beſtow than he can call 
© his own. Sacred, dear, and inva- 
| © luable ſhould be the troubles of 
© thoſe who repoſe them. with us; 
© but friendſhip, like the oak, muſt 
© die in ſoil too light to permit its 
© root to go downward. with time. 
<. More or leſs we ate atoms, ſporting 
in ſun-ſhine, and torpid in gloom. 
© Dormoud: had a maſterly. ſpirit— 
„millions were but as. puppets to 
him; or as machines, whoſe ſprings 


c. < of motion. he could make ſubſer- 


n * ü 1 vient 


c 
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vient to- his pleaſures. Granſdine 
had ſtrong powers of natural vil- 


lany; thoſe powers were not ripe, 


conſequently the influence of thoſe 


two men, acting upon each other, 


was unequal. Granſdine ſank in 
degree, yet acting on unguarded 


innocence, I know not if he was 


not, in unfeeling vice, ſuperior to 


Pormoud. Douxvive, whoſe placi- 


2 


=. 


dity was prepoſſeſſing, heard the 


latter with complacence, nor ever 


repreved him with ſeverity. Igno- 


rance alone is awed by terror into 
the reſemblance of virtue; but for 


him, whoſe high abilities render 
him capable of being virtuous 


or vicious, ſyſtematically, Nature 


* throws open a field where this li- 
+ bertine roves till he W ex- 
nnen 58 | 


. — * 4 
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My brother's: character endear- 
ed him {o*far: to Dormoud, that + Wh 
< believe he would have truſted him 
as much as he would any other of 
© religious. perſuaſion ;; and as he 
made no ſecret of his amours, but 
rather gloried in foiling a man in 
© love, to whom he profeſſed friend. 
* ſhip, he mentioned the deſign of 
Granſdine to convey a lady from a 
E convent, and his own deſign of 
« ſtealing her ſrom Granſdine. 


| This young gallant,” (ſaid he to 
| my brother) © can he ſuppoſe him- 
«© ſelf ſtrong enough to confine a paſ- 
© fion, boundleſs as air, and old as 
the world? I have not long taken 
« him into the circle of my acquaint- 
> ance, but am affured, if the lady 
© does not fall into my arms, ſhe will 


be — to be wretched in the 
| © arms 
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arms of Granſdine; and, on the 
compariſon of two ſeducers, I think 
* the advantage is mine; for if I can 
keep my reſolutions I will offer no 
© compulſion, further than to ſecure 
© her. Time, the attractions of 
my temper and perſon, may give 
© birth to Confidence ; Confidence to 
« Friendſhip, and Love, under Friend- 

„ (hip's amiable maſk, will enſure 

* mea glorious conqueſt. Since love, 
once raiſed in the boſom of wo- 
* man, affords none but ſoft ideas ; 

* dreſſes every object ſhe admires in 

© the hues of tenderneſs and compaſ- 

* fion; her imagination melts, and 

* ſhe bleſſes her adorer to relieve * 

0 ell. . 


„ 
* 


wy a was cunning, but had 
not penetration to diſcern that the 
g foul: of in was fixed at no com- 


© mon. 
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© mon ſtandard. - The plan was 
©. however laid, Emily was carried 


* off to a lone houſe; Douxvive fol- 


5 lowed at a diſtance on horſe back, 

© not certain it was our ſiſter, but in- 
tending ſecretly to oppoſe thoſe 
abandoned men, in aſlifting female 
virtue. To his ſurprize he ſaw 
7 them depart rather abru ptly.— 


3 the . of Dau, 
1 aſked him “ if he could remember: 
te that . | 
3 he replied). * < for 1 . 
notes; ſo did. Dauxvive and the 
< Duke of their occurrences, and re- 
* gulated ſeparately by theſe notes, I 

© am enabled to be thus explicit. 
Douxvive, from his pocket book, 
proved. it to be 23d July, 1684. 


By comparing, we found repeated 


proof, 


—— FOUL AOL ers Entree nn AR 
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proof, that the claim of Anna's or- 
phan daughter, had been the pre- 
ſer vation of Emily; at leaſt it had 
reſcued her from raging brutality 


to throw her into the ſnares of a 
more refined and ſtedfaſt veteran 


in licentiouſneſs. 8 

© It was at this pagiae Roderique 

© had ſent her the billet, and left her 
* ſuddenly to behold her no more. 
© Douxvive, on ſeeing their carriage 
drive off, faſtened his horſe in the 
© wood, obſerved the dwelling, found 
© it ſuited. to baſe purpoſes, ſoon 
* made himſelf known to Emily, and 
* promiſed to deliver. her ; ignorant 
© that himſelf had been followed 
from day to day by the emiſſaries 
of Granſdine, who had long ſecret- 
ly envied, and at laſt. cauſed him 


© to be ſeized.” This violation of the 
= 0 © ſacred 


a 


EY 
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a 


ſacred character, produced a con- 
trary effect to the wiſhes of his op- 
ponent. Le Tellier, and his ſon 
Louvois, ridiculed Granſdine, pro- 
tected Douxvive, reſtored him to 
freedom; and Dormoud now con- 
vinced that my brother muſt hate 
his rival, who had fo injured him, 
took him aſide and informed him 
with tranſport, Granidine would 
© be ſuffcientiy e in the ws 
of his fair prize.“ : 


8 A 


— 


A A 


1 


„ have ſecured the enchanting 
£ are ſne muſt be mine. Gran. 
* dine is unworthy of her: nor dare 
s I whiſper the violence of my af- 
| « fection till ſhe is in the. Caſtle of 

St. M —— of which T am Gover- 
nor. There, as time wears away 


LY her cold and frivolous. objections, 
+ 85 | n 
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£ it will Rrengthen my tender ſup- 
* plications, 1 I ſhall be beloved.” 


Douxvive affected to feel a par- 
© ticipation of Dormoud's unwar- 
© rantable ſatisfaction; but immedi- 
c ately applied to Le Tellier, re- 
« queſting he might officiate in pious 

« purpoſes with the priſoners in the 
£ Caſtle of St. M. His requeſt 


< was granted, and his laudable artifice 
as not diſcovered till it was crown- 
ed with ſucceſs. Whilſt my bro- 


© ther was thus employed, the Hu- 
guenots were gaining ſtrength ; the 
© Duke of Savoy and the Elector of 


Bavaria encouraged their unavail- 
ing hope of vengeance, which was 


ſecretly flattered by other Princes, 
„whom the alpiring ſoul of LC uis 

had thrown beneath their claims. 
The Duke of B. 7, Rudicd the 


2 Tq +7 5 6 a * me- 
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melancholy effects that muſt neceſ- 
farily ariſe from the dreadful con- 
teſt, weighed oppreſſion on the ſide 
of the State, oppoſition on the fide 
ö © of. the People; and end at 

© 'the idea. 


R a __« 


. 


75 A 


* How many victims will expire 
How much blood will flow around 
0 the altars of rebellion!” (ſaid he 
= one day) I have other ſentiments, 
but will not diſcloſe them to Sa- 


"0" J. „„ ni WÞ 


A 


* ha 1 moment he uſed every 
| © 3 method of opening the eyes 
© of Louis, without reſi ignivg totally | 
| es 


2 


5 "Na my part, "hatever be dared, 
c 1 was proud to. follow ; 21 did not 
want more | ſpirit, but was often 
3 . © tempted | 


La 
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tempted to partake of better fare 


thari I could procure when on duty 


among the ſhivering and half ſtarv- 
ed ſoldiery. My courage was of 


that lively kind, which fills the 


boſom of the young. Light, eafily 
kindled, and perhaps well tried, 


would have been eaſily damped : 
I hated hardſhip and adverſity, as 
much as 'any man could hate what 
is inimical to his pleaſure. My 


predile&ion for ſelfiſh comforts, 
whilſt many a better ſoldier than 


| myſelf was braving the cold night, 
was of a ſudden compleatly cor- 


reed. I had, diſguiſed, ſupped 
in private with ſome ladies who 
were related to one of my brother 


oficers—they were beautiful and 


patriotic. I left them late; and 


Was ſtealing along a bye road to- 


wards one of our concealed divi- 
t / | 
wks © fions, 


* 
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* 


c 


& 


* 


o 


ſions, when I ſaw a poor ſoldier, 
36. 


whom I did not know, guarded by 


a troop, of ſoldiers; withdrawing 
© myſelf cloſe behind a tree, I ſtood 
till they were paſſed, and heard 
one of them name the Duke of 
BM; I was certain the Duke was 
not the perfon they had em- 
barraſſed: and, when they were 
out of hearing, ran as faſt as I 


was able. The night was dark; J 


had two miles diſtance, was fearful 


of ſlackening my pace, kept it up; 


and, with my uſual good luck, ran 
againſt a ſoldier fo forcibly that we 


both fell—it was po moment for 


politeneſs I ſtayed not to compli- 


ment or condole my fellow knight- 


errant, but as terror made me alert, 
was on my feet firſt; and, ſetting 
. off again, when my career was, 
in a ſurly manner, arreſted 


by 


8 IE. —" 
en Pn 193; 
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by five men armed, who ſecur ed 
me for the night. 1 had ſome of 
the Duke's plans in my pocket, 
which I contrived to ſecrete about 
my perſon, leaving only one letter I 
© had copied for him on the yeſterday, 
to the ſcrutiny of thoſe I ſuſpected 
would ſearch me. This letter pre- 
ſerved others of more importance, 
and contained enough to do my 
buſineſs ultimately; addreſſed, as 
it was, to the Duke of Savoy, on 
the ſafeſt method of procuring re- 
dreſs without maſſacre. : 


1 T his was a | 
was written to on the circumſtance z : 
I was immediately. condemned to 
| impriſonment for life, and to be 
£ treated with : rigor. | 
Ly This was too much; it implied 
TCC 
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© that I was no longer worth keeping, g. 
and the ſooner I was out of the 
© way the Vetter. 


e « My health, ſtrength, and ſpirits 
"C yere for awhile entire. Whilſt my 
powers kept their uſual tone, 1 

© proudly fancied myſelf unconquer- 
& ed; but the very temperate mode 
© of living, obſerved in the Caſtle 
of —— ſoon brought down my fleſh 
and my ſtoiciſm; and, after feed- 
ing ſome months on thin ſoup, I 
© began to fancy I was not quite the 
© hero. My complexion grew pale 
and delicate, my limbs ſlender, my 
animal ſpirits crept lazily on, and 
© my tongue began to be out of 
© yſe—there was no remedy for all 
this ſaw my fate approaching 
* my greateſt uneaſineſs was on ac- 


count of. the Duke s papers, who 
: c (i 
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„ (it was whiſpered in the Caſtle) 
© was expected in the ifland at the 
© head of an armed force, intended 
© to ſtorm the Caſtle. This I was 
© not credulous enough to believe, 
© as the Duke could not poſſibly be 
© informed of the place vf my con- 
_ © finement—bur guilt creates terror, 
* on which it muſt feed or ſtarve : 
© falſehood and murder aid the infer- 
nal propagation,—So it was with 
* the inſtruments of ſtate treachery. 
My brother Douxvive was ever 
© blefled by Nature with an unrefiſt- 
ing ſweetneſs and pliability of tem- 
* per. It was never given me; but 
1 had the merit of learning it in 
* the Caſtle. My behaviour, ſo civil! 
* ſa patient! ſo exceedingly reſigned 
and uncomplaining ! attracted the 
6 obſervance of Dormoud ; who had 
* the humanity to order my fetters 
| = * off 


* 
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© off, when I could ſcarcely ſtand, 
© that I might (as be ſaid) die with 
* EASE. Eaſe (ſome people ſay) is 
© happineſs; ceſſation from pain is 
* pleaſure, (ſay others) this reafon- 
ing is good, like every other chain 
of human idea, as far as it goes. 
© I was eaſy enough to ſuppoſe I 
could ſtill be more eaſy ſomewhere. 
© elſes and happy enough to hope 
* for riper happineſs ſomewhere elſe. 

© I was poſitively ſo elevated and ſo 

« flattered by this firſt mark of indul- 

« gence; that, like a froward child, 

- © I began to- preſume, and expect 
new indulgencies ſucceſſively as my 
right, and as appertaining to the 

« preceding one. I even expected 

© to be releaſed as the troubles of 
France ſubſided. Theſe were pleaſ- 
ing ideas, for a man who ſeldom 


Fl. conſulted reaſon or probability, 
© while 
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© while he fat dreaming over them. 
« Who ſhall rail at Hope, when ſhe 
ſooths by deception? when ſhe la- 
© bours in perſpective to comfort the 
* mourning captive!” 8 

47 7 * 1 3 


; Hope, lovely artiſt ! paints the future day, 
* The mingled tints of bliſs her hand obey ; 
Smiling ſhe bids us touch the tempting 


* ſhade, 
We ſtrive, but ab! when near, her colours 


fade. | 
Fate e blots her canvaſs ! ! Ling ring ſhe retires, 
© Yet mid our night of woe holds N her 
. e fires. | 


1 Obſerving my allowed quantity 
* of water diminiſh daily, from a 
* quart to a pint, from a. pint leſſen- 
ing in degree, I complained to Mal- 
nor who attended me. The poor 
© fellow made no reply, but conti- 
© nued to bring leſs, till I was to- 
tally deprived of every kind of li- 

L 3 quid: 
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quid. Seven days and nights paſſ. 
ed ſlowly and miſerably on; I was 
burning with thirſt, my lips wore 
2 livid purple, my cheeks a deep 
red for want of dilution. Remon- 
ſtrance, prayer, and tears, were 
vain; the penſive Malnor conti- 
nued filent, and the laſt time I faw 
him come into my apartment with 
dry food, the fight of which I now 
loathed, his fighs 4 ann my 
Wr ad fate. 5 | 
3 brows mpfer on my knees, 
weak as I was, I implored his pity ; 
in the language of ſtruggling nature 
begged only for a ſpoonful of wa- 
ter to moiſten my lips, which he 
was enforced to deny, and ſtood 
trembling with horror he could 
not bid me hope —he was unwilling 
to tell me I mult die—T cn to 


we | = « ptead 


| 
| 


ne 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 223 


* plead with him—his heart diſ- 
* folved—1 pitied bim as he wept 
for me. £ 


a Raiſing me in his arms, mute 


C and exhauſted, he laid me on my 


© pillow ; and, in a tremulous Voice 
© warned me not to drink.“ . 


] have forbore to b you the 
fatal cup? (ſaid he) or you would 
by this time have been no more — 
My compaſſion. has. prolonged your 
miſery, whilſt it prolonged your ex- 
| iſtence. Now: I diſcern. no hope 
of: your relief—but—bear thirſt, if 
poſſible—a little longer —life is ſo 
dear I—I know not what I ſay !— 
(burſting into tears.) O Sir I— the 


* 


R 


.H 82 


A 


© next draught—' 


© Go on young man—I am more 
LAB: if. 4s  , 


— 
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collected my lateſt feelings * 
be grateful to you. 


In your next draught—! tis dread- 
ful—will be mixed a certain quan- 
tity of powſt, the effect of which 


will tranquilliſe, whilſt it preys on, 
and S eafity the vital 


- 
„ * — r 

14 { N * 

o R * 4 


WA Tuts fad intelligence aiſttoſed, 


4 


Malnor forrowfully retired, 


— 


— 


For. . 1157 element i in Water in- 
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o 


c 


creaſes its forcè till met by a repel- 
lant, ſo did heat ſucceed to thirſt 
in my devoted frame, till the very 
ends of my fingers ſeemed to blaze. 
Tate no mere; the fight of food 
© gave me a new kind of hydropho- 
bia—It became my averfion—two 
* days longer : bore the burning 


: Os 8 © plague. 
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plague. . Delirious at laſt, I bade 
Malnor bring the deadly cup. He 
entered, pale and trembling; it 
was ſtrange - but ſo keenly was I 
ſtung by the deſire of drinking, 
that danger was forgot, and death, 
on compariſon, a leſſer evil. The 
fight of the cup, as it ſhook 
in the hand of Malnor, gave more 
pleaſure than - I, can expreſs. My 
eager eyes were fixed on it; my lips 
quivered; I baſtily ſwallowed the 
_ lethargic potion ; and, bitter as it 
was, wiſhed for more. From that 
moment the proſpect of life faded; 
anxiety began to loſe its hold on 
my powers of reaſon and memory, 
and I fank drowzily on my pillow; 
in a few moments my ideas became 
unfaſhioned and broken—Images 
monſtrous and vaſt appeared flitting 
to and fro as my ſenſes were de- 

L 5 c parting _ 
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© parting—the laſt real ſubſtance 1 
© diſcerned, was. Henry, to whom, I 
© think, , the name of Emily eſcaped 


6 Me,— 


\ 


ce you” (ſaid I) © had you named 
«© Emily, that name alone would. 


% have preſerved me from the errors 
, J have been guilty of, and the an- 
« guiſh I have known -unfortunate- 
« ly, your laſt accents were—* L 
© haye a ſiſter . you ſpoke no more 


<«& at that time.” 


Never repine, my good Henry, 
* we are very well met. The chaſm, 
in my term of exiſtence, cauſed by 
the congealing draught, my friends 


can beſt deſcribe. Malnor poſſeſ- 
ſes every virtue chat adorns the hu- 
| man 


— 


« Pardon me for interrupting 
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man mind to him 1 muſt be in- | 


debted for ever . 

© You will perceive, it was im- 
poſſible for me to be acquainted 
with the birth and family of Henry, 


CY 


— 


I bad only met with him caſually 


© at Carthagena; but, on my reco- 


very, I found the Duke of B**** 


«was really arrived in the iſland 


CE and, on joining him, read a letter 


from my brother Douxvive; in 
which every terrible tranſaction that 
had occurred in the Caſtle was re- 
lated, with the manner of my be. 
© ing ſecretly poiſoned, The lamen- 
© tations of my brother, on believing : 


me dend, had rather a pleaſant ef - 


« fet on me. I loved him, and an- 


ticipated the tranſport we ſhould 


' mutually. feel at Monday; before 
111 bim 
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© him in ſome future hour tall and 
© ere, the image my maker. 


In this letter we were not in- 
formed of the fate of the elder 
8 Henry. Malnor had been confined 
in a ſeparate priſon till after my 
© commitment. He had ſeen that no- 
© ble priſoner but was uncertain even 
© whether he had ſeen him, ſince 
the perſon was maſked, guarded 
© when he walked the pavement- in 
© the remote part of the Caſtle, and 
6; hath not n — 


- 


66 How I am ha at: that 
« Douxvive never mentioned Emily, 
as a captive, in the letter he wrote 
to we Duke.” 5 8 A 


© Emily, ( hed Iddiaxyive ) 
Wc would 
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would not permit me'to mention 
her ſituation. 


© A knowledge of it” (ſaid ſhe) 


muſt be unavailing; and, at this 


great criſis, may be fatal. My 
Father would join the mal contents 


Il would not purchaſe freedom at 


the expence of a life 0 dear and 


TacreC! * 


„The want of this information 
(reſumed his brother) © could not 


impede the movements of the dif- 
ferent diviſions, as ſuch a circum- 
ſtance could only have ſtimulated 


a few individuals. The Duke con- 


tinued to advance indirectly, and 


moſtly by night, towards the Caſ- 


tle, which he knew to be parti- 
cularly peopled by victims of the 
firſt order in the ſtate. Doux vive 
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was fired by the impending fate of 
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our. fifler ; and as her embarrafi- 


ments hourly. ſurrounded, her more 
cloſely, haſtened the progreſs of aſ- 


fault—We made 1t one night, and a 


failed but fortunately took Guim- 
piere, who was in poſſeſſion of the 


keys of ſeveral cells in the Caſtle, 
particularly that of the ſubtertaneous 


dungeon. At the fight of it Mal- 


nor pauſed, remembered the gloomy 
paſſage, which with generous tran- 
ſport he imparted his reſolution to 
explore, and to make the beſt uſe of 
the key in attempting the deliver 
ance of Henry, whoſe dangerous 
ſituation was now known to the 


Duke. Our ſecond and more filent: 


plan ſucceeded. Here we are 
the troubles of our country I have 


reaſon to ſuppoſe are alleviated by 


our exertions. The Duke muſt be 
1 6 recalled i 
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recalled Emily, I hope, will re- 
cover; we ſhall all be happier than 
we could once expect to be. But 
the only aſylum, in my opinion, for 
the two Henries, is England.“ 


] am of your opinion, (rejoined 
the Duke of B*#***) and thither 
© will I accompany them for the pre- 


* ſent. Louis may manage my for- 
© tune and eftates—ſhould he do it 


* wiſely, I may one day, unexpect- 


© edly, prove his friend. My life, 


at this juncture, is not to be truſted 
with him or his fawning auniſters.. 
© Yet, ſhould my country need my 
© aſſiſtance, I will. be no ſluggard. 
The Britiſh are a people impatient 
of reſtraint;; tenacious of their 
liberty when you would force it 
from them; and never enſlaved till 
& gently deceived, To. counteract 
* this blind eln, and ſhorten the 


du- 


* 
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* 


duration of its effects, they are 
© eaſily inflamed— bold and warlike ; 
© and frequently, when their rulers 
© are too proud to play with the fe- 
© rocity of the million, thoſe rulers 
are ſoon taught to tremble. 


King John was a ſtriking proof 
© of royal imbecility. And the Barons, 
© at that period, placed the eyes of 
© Argus round the Britiſh conſtitu- 
tion; ſo that avowed innovation 
never can ſhake that palladium, nor 
© can a tyrant fit faſt on the throne of 

England— — We 


A 


On this propoſition we could not 
determine ; we conſidered it as a new- 
born idea, 'diſtant and immature. To 
me, particularly, it appeared merely 
as a ſuggeſtion riſen to die. I had 
ſecretly reſolved to ſtruggle with 


Deſtiny no more, but to bury myſelf 
an 
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in a cloiſter for ever. My Father had 
found his Eleanora : his idea of a 
monaſtery, I believe, never after oc- 
curred; ' What had I gained? My 
happineſs eluded me, as ] purſued it: 
it ſtill fled on—I was weary of the 
fruitleſs chace. To render me ftill 
more dejected, we were informed, 
the health of Emily continually grew 
worſe; my head became giddy, my 
pulſe rapid, and I took nee 

leave for the night. | 


J haſtened to undreſs my ſpirits 
were low, and J was no ſooner in bed 
than I became reſtleſs, impatient, and 
burning with the force of memory. 
I had embittered the draught of life 
for her I loved! I was languiſhing 
for her—ſhe was ſdffering for me. 
But ' pride—female pride was com- 
bating her tenderneſs ! * adore 

. refine» 
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refinement and delicacy in charming 
woman; yet refinement and delicacy 
have their torments for more rough, 
paſſionate, and abſolute man. During 
the night I taſted but broken ſlumber, 
troubled with dreams, of unfathom- 
able gulphs, which ſeemed to lie be- 
tween me and Emily. And, weak 
from prolonged felicity, I awoke. 
The breakfaſt-bell rang attempted 
to riſe—my frame was weak, my 
head diſordered ] laid down a ſecond.” 
time, and ſought repoſe. Alarmed' 
at my abſence from the breakfaſt- 
parlour, my Father came into my 
chamber, and enquired of my health» 
The alteration in which was, by my 
hectic check, ſufficiently indicated. 
I wiſhed my Father not to be diſcom- 
poſed—I could ſay but little, and 
that with uneaſineſs. Even the ſound 


af his voice * me pain; he per- 
| ceived 
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ceived it, and left me. _ Chin 
wild as they could be imagined by 
heated thought, intruded on my men- 
tal powers. At intervals Reaſon re- 
pulſed thoſe ridiculous viſions ; and 
Reaſon -again flew before them as my 
delirium returned. Phyficians were 
ſummoned—Preſcriptions multiplied, 
and I began to think | its genealogy 
eternal. 


elt is rather afflitive' (faid one 
of the oldeſt of thoſe phyſical philo- 
ſophers, one day as he looked at his 
watch) that gentlemen of the fa- 
«© culty are hardly ever applied to in 
© time—Yaw !—aw—lT have been ſo 
diſturbed the laſt night, that I de- 
clare I am quite drowzy—lI cannot 
refrain from gaping—on ſo trifling 
an occaſion too! 1035 


K M  @ 


A 


« An 


— 
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© An accident, Sir?” ſaid my Fa- 
ther'— | | 


© Hem—no—T think not—a young 
© girl had plunged into the river, 
© was taken out apparently drowned, 
and her friends rang, without inter- 
miſfion, at my door from one 
o'clock till two.— I was really at 
that hour indiſpoſed—yaw—aw— 
but I ſent my footman.— 


A 


A M a © 


4 


© She recovered, I hope, Sir ?” 
ſaid my Father earneſtly,— 


©Yes, yes, ſhe is living—But my 
© ſervant declares ſhe is inſane—for 
© ſhe talks of being forſaken—and 
© -mentions me] poſitively muſt not 
© have my reputation trifled with 
© Theſe females I- when they get 
© whims in the head—But, as I was 

: | © before 
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=_ 


before remarking, Sir—Yaw—gen- 
© tlemen ſhould apply in time. Our 
art may aſſiſt Nature—we never can 
reſtore the vital power when de- 
cayed.— 0 | 


A 


N 


Decayed, Sir! - decayed!' re- 
plied my Father ſternly. | 


© Know you not” (replied the 
Eſculapian, taking hold of my Father's 
button) — © Hem — that the quan- 
tum of entity may comparatively 
be too ſmall for that certain number 
© of corpuſcles which it is meant to 
animate, enliven, and fill with mo- 
tion ?—When it ſo happens, the 
whole maſs, which is compoſed of 
crowded atoms, can move but ſlug- 
giſhly for its given time—the vital 
ſpirit ſeldom peeps through it; and, 
at laſt, Inſtead of keeping it in 

motion, 


[ 
A. 0. 4. „ 


A 
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© motion, heavy and ponderous as 


1 


bo 
o 


- 


n 0 


A 6 


it is !—that very ſame ſpirit reſigns 
its inadequate force, and goes to 


ſleep !—poſitively goes to fleep, 


Sir!“ 
© But my ſon, Sir! 


O, Sir!—I do not pretend to 
ſay that is the gentleman's caſe— 
no, Sir; very far from it—I only 
mean, Sir, to. elucidate the very 
end of | being—Hem—in contra- 
diſtinction to what J have ſo per- 
ſpicuouſly deſcribed, it may hap- 
pen, in ſome bodies, that the 


animating ſpirit of vitality is too 


ſtrong and vivid for the number 
of corpuſcles with which it is in a 
maſs cloathed, or ſurrounded— 
then, Sir, does that ſpirit burſt 
forth, and burn with ſuch avidity,. 

; * 
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that its furrounding maſs ſoon be- 
© comes a duſt.” 


This caſe is more remote than 
the other, Sir—Henry— - | 


2 


© Pardon me, Sir, I think this may be 

a little nearer—As I wiſh to make 
myſelf underſtood, either by my pa- 
tient or his friends, I muſt add, that 
whether the material atoms are ſo 
heated that they fly off, or ſo cold 
that they freeze, or ſo wearied that 
they diſobey, it is the ſame thing in 
* phyſics ; the ſpirit of entity muſt, 
* after a given term, lie inert, go to 
* ſteep, or go out—juſt the ine 
thing in phyfics. 


ba) A «a &K 


a 2a 


A 


86 Eriftratus! % How much bet- 
ter 


, - 


* Sappho is ſaid x have deſcribed the ſymp- 
toms attending the paſſion of love in fo cloſe 
and 
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& ter didſt thou know the diſeaſe of 


„ young Antiochus !” 


I uttered this exclamation ſo au- 


dibly, that. both the reverend gentle- 


men turned round in a hurry.— 


„Henry, are you worſe?” (ſaid my 
Father tenderly) © Good Heaven !— 
* ſhould I now loſe you !— 


4 * 
5 


%% Fam better, Sir — but, with the 
e phyfician's leave, would ſleep a 
— Senl 5 | 


Right very proper—the effect 
© of the anodyne; muſt mem. that.. 


and lively a manner, that Eriſtratus, the phy- 


fician, diſcovered the ſecret malady of the 
Prince Antiochus, merely by ſtudying this 
diſtemper under her deſcription,—So 1 


ignant was 1 
A | Mer 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 241 


After ordering an ill-adapted pre- 
ſcription, this garrulous gentleman, 
to my great ſatisfaction, departed. 
And an attendant entered to inform 
us of the arrival of the faithful Fiſh- 
erman and his family, who had been 
conducted by the domeſtics of Doro - 
vontes. I could not ſee them; I wiſh- 
ed to be alone. The eloquence of 
the phyſician had fo chimed on my 
nerves, that I trembled-in the bed 
like a mouſe in the paw of a cat. 
But I defired my Father, as he went 
out, to carry them my good wiſhes ; 
particularly, and ſomewhat patheti- 
cally, 1 commended the blooming 
Lydia to my Mother's protection: 
for ill as I was the care I had taken 
of Lydia and myſelf, in deſcending 
the jagged hill, had endeared her to 
my remembrance. | 


Vor. I. Highly 
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Highly diſintereſted had been che 
obligation beſtowed by the Fiſherman 
on my Father, and bountifully did 
the latter expreſs himſelf; not ſo as 
to cancel the record, but to embellifſh 
it with gratitude. . A commodious 
dwelling was taken near us for this 
worthy family. The children were 
educated, and the father was relieved | 
from labour, Is 


Five 8 had elapſed ſince the 
departure of Dorovontes - three of 
, which I had been in bed, and grew 
" weaker daily; yet my intellects were 
perfect, ner did 1 feel much pain 
except ſtrong ſpaſms intermittingly 
near my heart. Emily, I feared, from 
the whiſpers round me, Was in dan- 
ger—I endeayoured to prepare my- 
ſelf for the worſt, 'and complained no 


more, Dorovontes was now expect- 
| . :. ..©d 
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ed by my friends—my Mother ſel- - 
dom left me; her ſoftened melan- 
choly affected me; and, at intervals, 
for her ſake I wiſhed to live. How 
difficult is it for the mind to. break 
looſe from objects long beloved ? My 
life had been ſpent in this conflict; 
I felt I had not been victorious—the 
idea of ſeparation was painful! The 
more, as I feared my exiſtence would 
not be prolonged enough for me to 
bid Dorovontes an everlaſting adieu. 
That - worthy man however arrived, 
and with him came the aged Malnor, 
his fon, and the helpleſs FOO of 
Anna and Antonio, : 
Dorovontes, om entering my apart - 
ment, ſtood ſpeechleſs with aftloniſh- 
ment and affliction. | I was much al- 
tered, much reduced, but I welcomed 
him with a ſmile which ſincerely de- 
1 
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chred my heart chearful. I was, at 
that moment, ſo revived, that I at - 
tempted to riſe, but fell back, yet I 
would not part with my viſitant; but, 


ſupported by pillows, earneſtly pray- 
ed him to relate the ſucceſs of his 


journey. 


« Were you in time, my dear 
er friend, to encourage Ge ſpirit of 
a yu Father?“ 


6 4 was not - my Wache expired a 
© few hours before my arrival. His 
© fortunes devolve on me by will as 
© an expiation for my Maria, whoſe. 
© name trembled on his dying lips ! 
may the power of eternal Mercy 
© receive his repenting ſoul !—O, 
Henry what would I not do to 
© recover you? You are young—try 
£ to look forward and live.” 

« Come, 


a 
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1 come, ſit by me you muſt be 
«* more explicit, and tell me where 
you found our deliverers, Malnor 
and his father.“ 


At your requeſt I ſteered my 
courſe towards their dwellings: 
nothing extraordinary occurred till 
I arrived there, but you will be 
amazed when informed, that your 
old friend Roderique, alias Granſ- 
dine, was there before me. 


A Lal Ca R 


- 


The very name of that villain 
made me ſtart; 1 had nearly forgot 
ten him. Dorovontes ſmiled at my 
emotion I begged him to proceed. 


© I was perſonally unknown to 
« Granſdine : this was of no impor- 
© tance ; my deſign was to ſerve your 
friends and I ſteadily meant to be 
Wa M 3 © bold 


- 
C 
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c 
c 
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bold and familiar in their affairs, 


and to protect them from injury. 
Young Malnor, we were informed, 
was ſomewhere in the foreſt di- 
verting his little niece, of whom, his 
father informed us, he was grown 
extremely fond, though he would 
frequently look at her with tears 
in his eyes, and mourn the mother 


in the child. 


c Griedfioc ſaluted me with much 
politeneſs and diſtant ceremony, 1 


gave him to underſtand that the 
welfare of this humble and virtu- 


ous family would intereſt me, and 


we converſed like gentlemen who 


wiſhed to prepoſſeſs each other with 


a ſenſe of our conſequence, and 


our morality. This deſire appear- 
ed to be reciprocal, and I permit- 


et ed Granſdine to begin his own 


> if picture 


* 


03 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 247 


picture firſt, expecting he would 


take moſt time in finiſhing. 


The pious purpoſes (ſaid he) © of 


thoſe who leave the world, ſhould be 
held ſacred. That man who is inat- 
tentive to the voice of the dead, is not 


only ungrateful, but ſacrilegious; 


for my own part, I know not a 
greater pleaſure, than that which 
ariſes from the defire of perpetuat- 
ing, I may add, of immortaliſing 
the memory of the friend we love 


even in death,— Exalted 1 — truly 


exalted gratification to ſhare the 
confidence even of his departed 
Spirit. Pardon me, Sir, my tears 


will not be concealed—he was to 
© me, indeed a brother! To me he 


© has entruſted the performance of 
4 


his bequeſts, when uncertain whe- 


ther he ſhould be in a ſtate to up- 


M 4 © braid. 
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braid me, ſhould 1 through the 


© feebleneſs of Nature, have failed in 
* my duty. Here, Sir, (taking a pa- 
per from his pocket) are no obliga- 


o 


0 


% X a6 A 


A 


c 
- 
c 


c 


tions laid on me, but what I may 
diſcharge with benefit and affluence 
to the parties concerned, and with 
the moſt religious and heavenly 
ſatisfaction to my own mind. Con- 
duc, like this, Sir, makes us for- 


get the mean enjoyments of the 
world: we are raifed above mer- 


cenary views, and the whole man 
ſeems animated beyond the grovel- 
ling part of his Roy” „ 


* 


© You certainly, Sir, are warmed 
' with 7 ſubject— 


— 


" Wha obſervation is very juſt, 
Sir—1 am, in this teſtimony, em- 


"oo to receive, protect and 
5 edueate 


* 


| c 


* 
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educate the daughter of my late 
brother Antonio.” 


© Iam not ſurprifed, Sir—the taſk 
is pleaſing and noble; the Spirit of 
your brother may now-be near us, 
and blefling the generous protector 
of his child, pray oblige me, Sir, 
with the peruſal of that paper.'— 


© Moſt area; Sir—He who acts 
with probity, invites inveſtigation ; 


I have never known but one truſtee 


of an oppoſite opinion, and even 
then, exquiſite ſenſibility in ſhrink- 
ing from the touch of Juſtice, was 
by a merciful' public deemed a foi- 
ble: I ſhall therefore riſe above 
ſuch weakneſs—T, Sir, am no ſuch 


kf tr uſtee. N 


= 
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© I took the paper reſpectfully 
from the hand of Grandſdine, and 
© read, whilſt poor old Malnor look- 
ed as if he could have eat me with 


his eyes.“ 


In the preſence of our holy Vir- 

© gin, Mother of the Creator In the 

preſence of the Son and Father 
© In the preſence of all the Saints 
and all the Martyrs—In the pre- 
© ſence of Angels, Archangels, Pri- 
© cipalities, and Powers of Heaven. 
| 7 Antonio de Forbes, — day of 
' —— being in full health, of per- 
« feft underſtanding, and charged. 
c with my elder, brother Granſdine 
de Forbes, to depart on a ſecret 


. © fervice for the benefit of the State, 


© do hereby appoint my ſaid brother 
« Granſdine de Forbes ſole heir to 


« the * of —, together with 
« its 
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© its ſurrounding - domains, with the 
© goods and chattels thereon. He, 
© the above-mentioned Granſdine, 
© paying from the profits and accu- 
* mulations arifing from my eſtates, 
© five hundred livres per annum to 
© my beloved wife, Anna de Forbes, 
„for and during her natural life, 
© and to her heirs for ever : moreover 
© ſhould the firſt. child. of my dear: 
Anna prove to be a daughter, 
© then, in caſe of ſurvivorſhip on the 
© part of my brother, and that my 
* ſelf and my wife depart this life 
2 leaving a daughter, I bequeath. 
that daughter to the care of 725 
© brother Granſdine de Forbes, t 
© be by him protected and ſent 5 
© eduation to the convent of ——, he 
„ paying her the ſaid ſum of five 
hundred livres from the day of 
the date hereof, for and during the 
E 5 © term: 


BD. 


f * 


— 
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c 


Cc 
« 


term of her natural life, and to her 
heirs for ever. Should the firſt 


child of Anna de Forbes prove to 


be a ſon, then, ſhall this will and 


teſtament in behalf of my brother 


be for ever null and void; ſuch ſon 


exiſting in my right, ſole heir to 


the Caſtle of —— = together with all 
my eſtates. | 


Witneſs my hand, 


ANTONIO DE FORBES. 


© Ah! my brother! exclaimed 
this compaſſionate gentlemen, dry- 
ing his eyes with his handkerchief 
—Ah my generous Antonio ! I will. 
indeed prove a father to thy child! 


I will form her mind to virtue—1 


will behold her as a treaſure be- 


« queathed me by thee ! I feel my 


heart 


/ 
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© heart attaching itſelf to the helpleſs 
© ofphan—Bring her to me, good” 


© Malnor—Where is ſhe? I do not 
© ſee her with you—quick let me 
bear her to a happier fituation—my' 
carriage waits, my attendants are at 
© the door.” | 


* Nanelle' (ſaid old Malnor, to a 
clean matron who entered the room,) 
this gentleman is come to carry 
away our little Marimette. Have [I 
not loſt enough ?—they take a deal 
of trouble to break the heart of an 
© old man.“ 5 131 


- 


La) 


© Yes, I ſuppoſe,” (replied Nan- 
nelle) © Marimette is going to the 
« Caſtle, but then I muſt go with 
© her. I'll ſtep and fetch the direc- 


© tion, it lies in my coffer I kept it 
. very 
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* very ſafe, fince it was copied” by g 
4 te: lawyer.” | 


Without waiting for reftraint or 
approbation, Nannelle- haſtily left 

the room, and ſoon returned with 
the direction from her coffer—it 

was ſanctified by the ſeal of 7 un- 

2 enn Antonio. 


—— 8 A 


5 « n over it in a curfory manner, 
and was diverted with the novelty 
of the ſcene; addreſſed myſelf to 
Granſdine, with more pleaſure 
than I had felt fince I entered the. 
honle... | 


* 2 N N 


* 


EE». I meant to congratulate you, Sir, 

F on ſo valuable an acquiſition, - but 
F 6. find little Marimette muſt receive 
. my - beſt- compliments. —Granſdine 
1 looked angry. 


© I hold: 


» MN... A. nA 
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I hold the will of Antonio in my 


band, Sir, its date is ſubſequent to 
that you have produced, of courſe 
Marimette may hank, of * for- 
I 


9 
r 
= N $6 'g 


- 7 Tk FSH 96s } 2 hs $7 $6 17 1412 15 £ 
© have put in my claim, Sir, and 


* N 


. | 


0 


c 


en i Song SS 


; 
. 


will make it good. Till the cauſe 
is decided, I ſhall take care of the 


child. —Where ; 1s: ſhe, old man?“ 


3 « Granfdine __ with a 7 * 


At that moment young Malnor re- 
turned from his walk in the foreſt, 
leading Marimette i in his hand. He 
bluſhed at the ſight of Granſdine; 
who advancing, in ſullenneſs towards 
the child, would have led her to. 
his carriage; but Marimette ſtarted 
back and ran to her grandſire, | 
whoſe heart was more in a 
wich her own. „ 

1 < Young 
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-< Young Malnor was at a pauſe. 
„He could not rightly- underſtand 
this ſcene l explained it to bim, 
and mentioned Granſdine with 


more charity than he deſerved; 


6 but ene remembered bis fif- 
c/ ter. l | 


* 1 am a foldier, Sir ſaid he to 
« Granfdine; and the brother of Anna 
© whom you deſtroyed. - Know me by 
no other term—if you dare to pre- 
* ſume on your relationſhip to that 
©. child, be affured ſhe will ſoon be 
6 ' taught 1 to deſpiſe villain. | E. 


4 14 ' 
e F o 


wy A Iii 1 Ceplied Grinfiine 
PAY putting his hand to his ſword) 
« deſpicable fool! Did not the mean- 
«. neſs of thy birth preferve thee from 
© honourable vengeance, thou wouldſt 

© Sal a. \ ſacrifice to thy own preſump- 
| © tion 
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tion. Behold the hoary head of thy 
0 Father; for his ſake, and for thy 
own, learn prudence and humility 


—for if thou dareſt to awaken me 


to revenge, I will bruſh ye all from 


the earth, as reptiles created to 
teize mankind. D —n! Is one 
of the nobleſſe of France to be thus 
inſulted * a clown ?—Hoa ! with- 
out there.— 


Hold Sir, (aid! calmly) * com- 
mand not your ſervants to enter. 


I am your equal in all you deem 
honourable; and in my tern muſt not 
be intruded on, nor inſulted by 


your menials—Depart immediately. 


Dare not the injured— Juſtice fits 
on that young man's ſword ; and 


the regard I have for you as a fellow- 


creature, is to adviſe you to avoid 
him. The claims you falſely ſtate 
n e 


> 


258 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 
* © muſt fall, I will take care they ſhalf 
© never wrong that helpleſs orphan- 


But as you have already crimes 


5 enough on your remembrance to 
© aſk the atonement of an age, let 
c me warn you to return, and me- 
« ditate on them. Think juſtly of 

* yourſelf, and you will hate the 
© fun that ſhines on innocence ; you 


© will burn impatiently through the 


night, and wiſh. for morning, that 


2 never can bring peace or happineſs 


c for you; never can. human nature 
c feel truly degraded, but by labour- 
ing to conceal a guilty ſoul, like 

yours. Return — return nor add. 


2 to. the weight. 


1 | Who. are you.? Are my. purpoſes 
c to. be blown away, with your breath ? 
« Inſolent mimicry, —The child ſhall. 


„ ſhall: 80 with me ·—— | 
* Granſ- 


c 
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c Granſdine, wild and ferocious in 


all his paſſions, ruſhed through 
the houſe, and commanded his ſer- 
vants to ſeize Marimette, and con- 


vey her forcibly into the carriage. 


Malnor followed him, and 1 fol- 


lowed Malnor. The attendants 
ſtood appalled; their ſwords were 
drawn —but I bad them, on their 
peril, not to endanger their own 


lives, as the chancellor Le Tellier 
would decide on the violations of 
the law. I was unarmed; and 
whilſt expoſtulating with theſe com- 
panions of Granſdine, I perceived 
he made a thruſt at Malnor, which 
muſt have been fatal had not the 
latter parried it with wonderful a- 


e 


- 


BY Thank. ko "(laid Malnor) 
you invite me to ene Your: bro- 


. ther! * 
« Enflamed 


3 
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* 


A K * 22 K K A 


% NJ $$ ,H 9 A 


to ſate it, 


* 


8 


Enflamed with paſſion, and eager 
they fought like men 


\ 


who had fet all upon a ſtroke.— 
Granſdine, wilful and barbarous, 


© took every advantage. The ſting 


6 


* 


6 


of pride was in his heart; enve- 


nomed malice ſhot from his eyes; 
the more difficulty he found to con- 
quer the ſon of virtuous poverty, 


the more ſavage he became in 
thirſting for his life. Malnor was 


a ſoldier, inured to injury, mar- 


tialed into ſkilful courage, and 


taught to face undauntedly the eruel 


onſet of foes and Fortune. It was 


not ſurpriſing de long remained un- 


conquered; but I was aftoniſhed to 


ſee bim parry, inſtead of | advanc- 
ing. Granſdine found himfelf tri- 
fled with, grew reſolute in murder, 


and obſerving Malnor ſmile, threw 


© himſelf forward to reach his heart, 
hut 
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but received the ſword of Malnor 
in his boſom. He fell, and owned 
the juſtice of his _ 


9 8 


" 


14 Malnor applied his nandkerchief © 


© to the wound of his adverſary ; we 
ſurrounded him as he lay, but he 
requeſted us not to feel uneaſy at ſo 
trifling an event. To his atten- 
dants he bequeathed large legacies; 
and, after folemnly-enjoining them 
© to witneſs his laſt acts of expiation 
(as he termed them) to Malnor and 


< myſelf, he ne in a different 
< fiyle.” Ne | | 

6 The 8 is off e 
© will wear it when I am gone. Give 
me your hand, young Malnor ;,— 
The chance has been againſt me, 
but you have little cauſe to tri- 
8 umph⸗ your paſſiveneſs is, in my 

Jil! l eſtima- 


* 


N 


A 


"If 
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< eſtimation, a crime; fines you would 
4 conſtitutionally have been as tardy 
in fighting for your friend, as for 
4 yourſelf, — Bee” 


* 1 


, « Friendſhip, 1 ona abs no 
© man inhuman' (ſaid Malnor. ſor- 


rowfully). 


, 


- $7 hates no time to argue—take 
my language as it riſes dying men 
are generally ſincere, ſometimes 
not ſo. I hurried through life im- 
« petuouſly, it ſuited my diſpoſition, | 
© I know not why—have rather choſe 


to arrive at my point by intrigue, 


© than by candour—no matter—my 
© plans have ſet the plans of others 
working, and kept them in play 
© So far have I been uſeful—as I 
lived, 1 will die, To whine away 
C. {+ laſt hour in ſupplieating the 
« pity 


4 


4 


6 


c 
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< pity : and commiſeration of creatures 
of my own kind — creatures who 
can neither relieve me or them- 
ſelves, but in fancy; to appeal to 


their ſofter paſſions, their credulity 
' and ſuperſtition, who are equally 
bewildered, would be idle for one 
who deſpiſes human opinion. — 

Mark me !—1 diſſolve, as a piece 


of matter animated for a certain 
ſeaſon; not perfect, nor even uſe- 


ful towards ſome purpoſes: towards 
© others I have been needful ;—ſo 


will you find matter through the 
univerſe, That I did not poſſeſs 
the woman J loved, I regret—my 
regret will not make that woman 
unhappy : : it will rather add to her 
ſatisfaction. Thus will ſhe prove 
her ideas to be ſelfiſh as mine; ori- 


* ginating from and moving by the 


c 


{ame e of ſelf-love. My 
3 avarice 
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© avarice'l joy, as the means of 


procuring pleaſure. When did any 
man deſpiſe the latter, though he 


© wooes it in different diſguiſe Some 
« hope to purchaſe it in ſackcloth, 
others by faſting; many by flagil- 
© lation, and a few have even burn- 
ed at the ſtake. with the hope of 


« reward. 1 would do neither — I 


have broken all human law, have 
© violated all tenets, . and go out of 
life laughing at hyman virtue.— 
8 Malnor my Father is no more, 1 
8 am the laſt of the De Fo 


2 thee I give. my eſtates —] | 


N 


; n an elderly man, whom 


e imagined to be ſteward of 
5 Granſdine, approached | his dying 


6 maſter; 4 5 


h 50 ran down his 


hecke | fe weeks E 
2 © Weep 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVESs 265 


© Weep not for me—Write, and 
© remember my bequeſt to Malnor. 
[To thee I give four thouſand 
livres per annum—think me not 
* generous in diſpoſing of wealth I 
can no longer enjoy.” 


© After making other arrangements 
in favour of ſome other friends 
and attendants, he fainted. Malnor 
raiſed him from the earth, ſupport- 
ed his heavy head—life lingered 
along his veins ; his eyes ſeemed to 
roll in ſearch of light, though ex- 
poſed to the ſun's effulgence. 


A N A * A 


A 


© Yet—yet—O, my Emily a why 
© did I behold thee ! How wonder- 


© fully didſt thou harden my heart— 


fatal effect of ſuperior innocence ! 
© deſpiſed by thee—T hated the world 
Thou couldſt have led me back 

„ 3 from 


* 
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from the path I had newly entered 


Thou alone couldſt have ſoften- 
© ed and charmed. my fiery: ſpirit. — 


Farewell Dear involuntary. de- 


© ſtroyer — farewell — wherever thou 
art may bliſs await thee Anna! 
© —Antonio !—why are you here? 
Why do you preſs. on my boſom? 
© Riſe—LI,ycannot breathe. — Take 
© them off !—Henry ſtill laughs— 
© ſtill looks up from the awful ca- 
verns of the great deep. He beck- 

ons me to come down—down— 
a deſcent unfathomable !—mercy ! 
- —mercy Emil?“ 


Aa .,a 


K 


— 


Thus violently agitated by phan- 
5 toms of dying thought, he breath- 
© &d as I ſtooped to comfort him, his 
« laſt ſigh in my face It was colder 


than the northern blaſt !-—Unfor- 


g tunate Granſdine—victim of early 
© habit, 


6 

*$ 
J 

4 


& 
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cc 
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habit, and the prey of devouring 


paſſion--who would purſue thy 
pleaſures to taſte thy expiring an- 
guiſh?— We will dwell on this me- 
lancholy tale no longer you are 


affected, Henry.— 


« J am, Dorovontes; you have 


e brought the paſt, the lively, gay, im- 


petuous Granſdine, as I firſt ſaw him, 
as J firſt feared him, engaging in 
converſation; ardent yet elegant 
in manner, and ſecretly daring to 
a fault. Dead No more to be 
ſeen No more to move or act! 
nor even to be heard in any part 
of the creation! What a change 
Where is that mind where the 
powers that could inviſibly plan 
and execyte horrible purpoſes.—1 
am full of conjecture — full of 
doubt; and when ſhall I penetrate 

zz <a 
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© the more expanded and brighter 
= orb of truth? Nature herſelf ap- 
<6 pears to be but 1 in a dream. All 
ce her objects brittle; tending to diſ- 
xc Tolution from the moment of their 
ce W Poor Granſdine ! What 
art "thou now what ſhall I 
25 quickly be what will that love- 
«Ty object be, whole | beauties o e 
4 ſo fatally 185 e g 


— 


» I O34 4 
* 


N Utdivens |, Henry! yo will go 
mad. Lare fruitleſs enquiry, ta 
0 1 © and cowardly. minds ; z ſa- 
© tished v with yourlelf, no change c can 
affect You, I did not expect to 
ind 5ou "feeble from gloomy idea 
321. could make compariſons on 
«your fate and mine, but compari- 
© "fon is generally t the comfort of the. 
* pufillanimous,” Tbs Wt | 16” $94 3 Up 


& © 


6 Emily 
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wy Emily is never to be mine. 
Dorovontes, I muſt forget her; 
yet the ſteals between Heaven and 
me !—Reaſon with her, when I 
am gone, fay J loved her as de- 


licately as human Nature would 


allow, and ſuſpected her when 
blinded and damped by misfor- 


tune. It is difficult, very diffi- 
cult to riſe ſuperior to ſurround- 
ing appearances: how guarded, 
how watchful muſt that man be 


who can do it in every trial? I 
could have pardoned many errors 


in Emily No—It is falſe—I am 
breathing deteſted falſhood—I ex- 


cuſed her in nothing—1 left her 
no time to explain her guiltleſs 


motives, I condemned her preci- 
| pitately—no matter. This ſtrug- 


gling heart will ſoon be at reſt 


: 1 am ſick — good Heaven l Ho 


N 3 long 
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long muſt I lie lingering out the | 
WP £6 = of life 


My Father Ge the room, 
followed by old Malnor and his 
ſon; they were worn With affliction, 
of which we had all No. eee a 
full hare. ; 


? 


The firſt glance I caught'from the 
old man, convinced me, he was the 

perſon who, more than ſix years 
ſince, had met Emily and myſelf in 
her Father's park on a ſummer-morn- 

ing. I queſtioned him, and found my 
ſuppoſition true. His head was 

grown much whiter; Sorrow had 
made her impreſſions deeper on his 

cheek, which yet retained the faint 
bloom of rural purity. How differ- 
ent were my ideas that morning to 

thoſe now * in my riper, and 

| more 
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more tumultuous mind? How little 
did I then think of ' cauſing ſo much 
- miſery to this harmleſs old man 
But we are blind inſtruments of bliſs 
and woe to each other, far as the in- 
viſible line of exiſtence can go. I 
held his hand in mine —he wept 
and talked of Anna !—I was not ſo 
highly poliſhed as to affect indiffer- 
ence, and call it fortitude—I wept 
with him. 1 RE 


© ©, Sir! when the aged-loſe their 
children, they decay very ſwiftly — 
I ſeem to have been travelling with 
© redoubled ſpeed to the grave, fince 
Anna welcomes me no more. I 
© know not how it is, but I am quite 
weary.— | | 


— 


/ 


« Look at your little Marimette, 
c my good friend, ſhe will find an 
1 ce aſylum 


\ 
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« afilum in your boſom. You will 
«© watch the expanſion of her reaſon 
„„ with delight. Age is mild and 
8 tender, it beholds the faults of 

6 youth with pity and benevolence, 
„Tou will prove a blefling to Mari- 
“ mette ; in living for the child you 
«© will beſt love the memory of the 
«© mother. I thank you for preſerv- 
« ing mine—my Father thanks you, 
c we will all love you, we will love 
* your Malnor, and your Marimette 

f —thus ſurrounded by your friends, 

66 ns wounds of kts will heal.” 


— 


9 4 


Ah! l I never ed 
to ſee her ſo happy—after your Fa- 

© ther, and my dear Malnor was 
© dragged away from us by the hard- 
© hearted ſoldiers, I ſtood looking at 
her; not knowing which way to 
* e I was aſtounded and grieved: 
. hr 5 it 
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it was a piteous fight to ſee her 
© lying on the cold earth. It may 
© be, ſaid I to. myſelf, ſhe is, not 
© quite gone None of my family 
© have been remarked for barbaxity; 
© F will not. be; the firſt ;. ſa ſaying, I 
© raiſed her head a little, and: fat 
© down: by her, reſolving to wait till 
( morning. The night was cold ; 
© not a. ſound to be heard: in the 
© wood, but the wind that ſeemed to 
be alive, and to whiſtle melancholy 
« tunes among the trees. 
Many a: man in the world, I. 
© warrant me, (ſaid I) © are'travel- 
© ling, at this dark hour through 
vwilderneſſes and deſerts, having 
c nothing: but. the leaves to cover 
© them, Aye, and many are lying 
in damp and diſmal priſons forgot. 
ten. To be ſure it will ſoon be 
N. 5. * days. 
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A day-break—Sure enough, Shes 


© caſt my eyes up, I faw a ſtreak of 
light, peeping, as it were, juſt be- 


© tween the earth and ſky—I was 


© glad, And perhaps I need not be 
* glad, I thought again, for I ſhall 
© be taken up as the murderer.— 
» Well—let i it be, 


"hs 1 niourked on, I heard ſome 


© yoices; the miſtineſs kept me from 
© ſeeing any perſon; I waited pati- 


« ently—They were the voices of 
© ſome country women who came up 


$f 
1 


£ Stop! Stop! (ſaid I) © here is 
a lady killed by ſome ſoldiers, I 
have twenty piſtoles which her 
lord privately gave me, I will give 


c them all amongſt you if you will 
| e aſſiſt 


\ 
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© affiſt me in conveying her. to ſome 


© houſe. 


The poor women were as much 
© frighted as myſelf they turned 
| © pale as the very aſhes, eſpecially 
© one of them, who ſeemed to be 
© quicker-thoughted than the others. 
She alighted in a moment from her 
little meagre horſe; and, ſnatching 
a ſmall jar of wine from the pan- 
nier, poured 4 few drops into the 
lady's mouth ; her lips were almoſt 
blue as the violet, her fine eyes were 
© not quite cloſed, and through their 
© long brown laſhes, we cbuld yet 
diſcern their light—bur ſhe could 
not ſwallow—the wine only made 


K M aA M 4A 


A 


* 


a) 


© (faid I) it is too late !'— 


I am afraid ſo' (replied the good 
N 6 © woman, 


a gurgling noiſe in her throat. Ah! 
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© woman, who was very anxious and 
very kind) but, I think? (taking 
the hand. of the lady) I have ſome 

how a doubting whether ſhe be 

quite gone.“ And, from her doubt- 
© ing, to be ſure, we all began to 
* hope, and to double our attention. 
Her companions: hurried off their 
© cloaks, wrapped: the lady up warm, 
and in about twenty minutes or ſo, 
© we could plainly perceive her pulſe . 
1 Wann to beat Os: T 


* "RY Lord! 1 you can but 
4 fave her!“ (faid 1) © and I was 
© ready to dance with joy—(but ſud- 
« denly taking a thought of my poor 
* Malnor, and my poor Anna, I was 


© ready again to lie down and die!) 


© thoſe who are bleſſed with charity 


will be rewarded a hundred fold!“ 


© The 


FThe women ſmiled at my earneſt 
© manner of complimenting, and 
© thanking them, but neither would 
< take the piſtoles ;* © becauſe” (ſaid 
they) -© maſter, you are mot richer 
© than ourſelves, and we are. as ready 
© to do our duty. as: yow ares? TO 
make ſhort of my ſtory, Sir, the 
good lady your mother, tecovered 
by ſwift degrees, ſo that we were 
enabled to place her in a ſmall cart, 
aand ſlowly convey her back through 
the wood to a comfortable dwel- 
* ling; from whence I departed, but 
found not Anna !—* 


Tears broke the narrative of old af-. 
flicted Malnor, the tedious recital of 
which oppreſſed my weaker mind. 
In faultering accents I bad him be 
_ comforted, and turned, my face a- 
wb ; aſſured the proſpect of life was 
fading 
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fading from me. But I had forgot 
young Malnor, who immediately walk- 
ed round to the oppoſite ſide of my bed, 
as if ſenſibly affected by my apparent 
neglect—I looked up at him, and 
was aſhamed to ſee Cond. 


I am a | ſoldier, Sir, — (fad he 
with a modeſty that increaſed his 
manly beauty—his features reſembled 
thoſe of his fiſter, his timidity threw 
bim back upon himſelf, ) | 


& T- Envy you are, my young 
% friend—you are allo. my deli- 
r | 


© Yes, Sir—I am not uſed to fa- 
© ſhion my diſcourſe, I know no 
© modes whereby I may ſet graceful- 
© neſs on grief—T am a ſoldier, not 
y © wordy, but rough in Ss and 
| perhaps 
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© perhaps unintelligible to thouſands 
Tour very buſineſs is to die! When 
© 2 comrade falls, we puſh on to 
© avenge him, and ſmile to ſee his 
© enemy die upon his boſom. But 
© here, Sir, the preparation for death 
© ſeems to me more awful than the 
© ſtroke? 


ec Tt is ever ſo, Malnor, in a ſick 


c chamber no man can die with 
cc firmneſs whilſt his friends are 
« weeping over him; they excite the 
c pity they mean to beſtow.” 


£ And is not that a fault, Sir? 
e Politeneſs tells you, no—Polite- 
cc neſs never forgets itſelf, my friend; 
< eternally ſtriving to look amiable, 
" vou muſt believe it is To.” 
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© You look exceedingly ill, Sir 
© how much better you looked when 
© I faw you firſt in the Caſtle of 

* . 8 | 


1 My health is much worſe. 
wy hopes Sir, 3 you u wil 0 be: as 
1 © well as you were then! Never give 
eeredit to the fclf-willed folk, who 
| _ ©'fain would tell your fortune; come 
what will, 'tis nothing to them 
you are very ill! I have not ſhed a 
© tear ſince I viſited the grave that 
* 0 ee age” _y fiſfter— - 


? & Do not grieve—bring Marimette 

she muſt be grown—the morne 
70 ing of her life WAS. clouded. of 

| Marimette was led i in, the was the 

miniature 
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miniature of Anna,, love-inſpiring 


from Nature, and expreſſive from In- 


nocenee. 


e to teach him reverence.” 


- Allow me to Ge your ſacred 


L 


'4 


” 6 * 0 


5 


% * 
A 


* 


* 


6 Beauty like this” (addreffing 
myſelf to Malnor, and placing her 
hand in his) „ will need the ægis of 
6e Minerva; be you what Henry 
dec would have been Keep off the, 
& rapacious ſpoiler, till the dignity- 
of the female ſoul is mature enough 


= s * 
« : Y * 


6 charge, Henry In Marimette I 
will loſe the remembrance of my 
ſorrows, and remember you' (re- 
| glied. Dorevontes, before Malnor 
could have time to recollect himſelf.) 


cc Be it ſo, my valuable friend, her 


* 


&«.relativgs will truſt her. with you, 


1 


4 
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© as moſt capable of enlarging her 

< ideas, of teaching her to com- 

« pare the bold, vaſt, and myſterious 

„ aſſuming of the creative Power, 
ec far as it is viſible, of teaching her 

© to acknowledge its aweful ſuperi- 

ce ority over the mind of man, and 
W rejecting the pigmy vanity that 

& would preſcribe it laws —bleſt, as 

*© ſhe ſtands with feminine grace, bid 

ce her value the public voice; the . 
&«& fame of woman is found only within 
the pale of order; it throws a luſtre 

c on ſociety ; it will ever be adored 

| * by man, as the idol of his general 
BY de happineſs; it fills the lonely hovel 
«© with confidence and peace. Pro- 
ien en, Dorovontes—and ſome- 

e times think me near 15% 
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My voice failed, my language ceaſ- 
ed to convey a connected meaning: 
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my friends were alarmed, but ob- 
ſerved a profound ſilence; and, una- 
ware to myſelf, I fell into ſound ſleep. 
In this ſenſible ſtate I lay long, and 
awoke ſomewhat revived. My pa- 
rents were watching me as I breathed. 
The Count de Marſan was in tears, 
every perſon ſpoke in whiſpers ; but 
no one ſpoke to me. I dreaded to 
aſk the laſt important queſtion — I 
feared to feel more than I had already 
ſuffered on Emily's account, ſo daſ- 
cardly was I grown by having been too 
deeply tortured. After viewing the 

diſconſolate group for ſome minutes, 
with hopeleſs and enquiring eyes, I 
exerted my beſt forces, and appealed 
ito the Father of eee 


1 , 
2 Why this Glam hy Count; 
© can you be deſirous of retarding the 
«© moment * my departure? Can you 
. 5 ſuppoſe 
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ſuppoſe there is an object in life 
capable of ſtamping a value on it 
for me? No; my world was Emily! 


Lou weep at her name — I have 


forgotten to weep !—Seal my irre- 
vocable fate — or ſay ſhe breathes. 
Only whiſper that conſolation, and 


I ſhall reſt in peace. If ſhe lives, 
allow me to take a laſt farewell. 
The guiltleſs hours we have toge - 


ther ſpent, the ſorrows we have to- 
gether known the ſacred regard 1 
have ever felt, notwithſtanding my 
fatal ſuſpicion, claim at leaſt the 


cold civility of dying friendſhip | Go 
— requeſt her to ſee me. Let me 


receive her forgiveneſs—it is all ſhe 


can beſtow, all I can accept. And 


if my few remaining moments may 
be cheered by her indulgence, will 
Emily embitter them? I muſt, I 


(8h wiſh her a lang good night.” -F 


Y 


N 


f 
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It is you 1 mourn, dear Henry,” 
(replied the Count) Emily lives, 
© has repeatedly enquired if you were 
jn exiſtence; no other accents have 
«© paſſed her lips. | 


“e Is it poſſible her heart can be 
cc frozen ! Is it poſſible ſhe can be 
” implacable, and behold me die.“ 


g Her happineſs bende on 1 will, 
- not on mine. I hope much from bor | 
9 wife generofity—l have ever found 
her Full of affection, tenderneſs and 
« pity ; ; the. rougher paſſions,” if ſhe 
* has them, are ſo corrected, or they 
6 ſleep ſo deeply in her boſom, that 
c * phey give her no pain, nor cauſe 


NT: to others. We. cya on 
er to ſee u. E 5-2 


A 1 ; 


« Tak no more —but hope i it t will 
« be ſcon.”— 
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True as the thermometer to the 
weather, was my heart to the influence 
of Emily, Only to hear ſhe was re- 
covering, awakened all my hopes; 
every pulſe acquired motion; my 
wiſhes were born again — I could not 
die.—Renovated with youth and love, 
I was preſerved ; and, on the follow- 
ing day, my Mother led her to my 
apartment, 


| Languiſhing as ſhe was, ſhe was 
unuſually powerful in ſoftneſs and 
compoſure. Her dark blue eyes, 
through their long auburn laſhes, gave 

a light, chaſte and | pale as the winter 

moon. Her noſe was aquiline; her 

teeth ſmall, regular and white; her 

lips red, and not repulſive; her chin 
ſhort and dimpled ; her cheeks, form- 
ed by the line of Grecian beauty, and 


her forehead full * poliſhed majeſty, 
and 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES, 287 


and open to the thought could de- 

ſcribe her no further —her throat was 

like that of the ſwan; her boſom ſhe 

never diſplayed; my heart bounded. 
with new life as ſhe entered. 


What is that delicious, delicate and 
unſpeakable uneaſineſs we are con- 
{trained to feel, and ſecretly contend 
with in the preſence of thoſe we love! 

That pleaſing pain which, whilſt burn- 
ing round the heart, ſhivers through, 
the ſame and chides eloquence from 
the'tongue? Tell me, you who have 
nurſed the fine emotions of Nature! 
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From the moment my Guardian 
had promiſed me this interview, I lay 
forming fine. paſſages of. rhetorick. 
Filling my eyes with modeſty, that I 
might look like Emily ; and was even, 
angry with myſelf for not being ſo 

handſome 
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handſome as that controuler of my 
defires. — She came I was dumb — 
She looked at me, I bluſhed at the 
modeſty I had endeavoured to coun- 
terfeit—ſhe ſpoke -I muttered a ſhort 
anſwer tremblingly. She was ſur- 
prized, and ſo was my Mother. 


* It does not ſignify, Ladies, 
«© you muſt make the beſt of me 1 
% certainly muſt look like a drone— 
C But I am convinced now, that filence 


only is the language of love.“ 

This apology, ſo replete with art- 
leſs truth, died where it was framed. 
I had not courage ſufficient to breathe 
a a ſyllable{of it to the Ladies, and hap- 


pily the ſhortneſs of my breath, oc- 


cafioned by my inward tremor, was 


kindly aſcribed to my malady — hey 


were very right. 
: © I hope 
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I hope you find yourſelf better, 
< Henry,” (ſaid the cool unimpaſſion- 
ed Beauty) * the anxiety of your 
« friends ſpeak highly in your favour. 
© My viſit is by them deemed proper. 
© At their requeſt I would make the 
© enquiry,” es 


cc ] could wiſh you were impelled 


„ from more generous motives—you 
ce are come, perhaps, with the cruel 
c reſolution of ſealing my lips for 
cc ever—Be that as it may, Emily, I 
« ſhall, ſince you are reſtored, leave 
«© the world without a murmur, the 
ce power of ſoothing the unhappy is 
ce yours—let me conjure you to dry 
ce the tears of my ſorrowful parents, 
te and to forget, if poſſible, I died 
e for your" | 
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For me! — Have you not ſtruck 
c£ | i 1 

a dagger to my heart? — Yes — it 
© corrodes—1 cannot draw it out.” 
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„Is it poſſible for me to wound 
* the heart of Emily, without wound- - 
„ ing my own?—No; we have ever 
5 felt alike, — we are now languiſh- 
ing, yet torturing each other. I 
* muſt be frank with you the time 
« is precious, the poor unmeaning 
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| 5 ceſlary near the bed of death ; nor 
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| ce were they ever needful to guard RH 
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cc you when I was nigh,—O, Emily! 
cc you are loſing ſight - of truth, ſin- 
& cerity, and that innocence I a- 

F & dore in you. — You are contami- 
cc nating. your beſt ſentiments with ; 
© baneful pride, and disfiguring the 
% tranſcendency of your mind.! s it 


4 for you to affect reſentment to pu- 
« niſh 
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© niſh me; or to pretend, like the 
& wretched and worthleſs coquette, 
<« to feel pleaſure by giving pain? 
&« I tell you, my deareſt girl, this is 
* an unnatural character you are per- 
„ forming, the violation you are do- 
dh ing) yourſelf in diſguiſing your feel- 
* ings, will fill your boſom with iri- 
** curable remorſe when I am no more. [ 
« To fave you that anguiſh, to re - 
5 concile you to yourſe!f and me, I 
„ wiſhed to ſee you, am thankful 
for your indulgence; and, with my 
<< lateſt breath, charge yu nevetato 
be inſincere.“ 
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Emily ſtarted ; her eyes were raiſed 
towards my Mother, as if ſhe needed 
ſupport; but, as if they could find | 
no reſting- place, their beams were 1 

oo | 4 j G 
again turned to me. How I admired 
her at that moment! 1 

02 Liſincere? f 
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© Infincere! Henry |—you—] really 
cam aſtoniſhed at your throwing the 
< ſeverity of your fortune on me 
© why not rather impute it to your er- 
© ror? —1 never was infincere—you 


© boldly ſuſpected I could be guilty 


cho did you dare to ſuppoſe — 


. 


„ Subterfuge ! Trifling — too tri- 
ce fling for Emily. You know beſt 
cc my acting mind; you cauſed me 
© to be any thing, and every thing; 
< you gave life even to my faults, 
cc heigthened my virtues when beſide 
«© me: I was but paſſive to your 
© power could not exiſt, in a me- 
cc dium, without you; my ſoul hung 
* on you like that of a departing 
& babe on the boſom that gave it be- 
„ ing. Then waſte not the moments, 
5c. tell me not of ſuſpicion; own I 
<« have ſuffered enough—own I have 
| en 


La) 
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&« been long neglected, and whiſper 
peace.“ 


Emily was ſilent = apparently con- 
fuſed - irreſolute and vanquiſhed not 
by the force of my language, her 
war was within — ſhe yielded to the 
juſtice of my cauſe, yet pride forbad 
her to confeſs it; ſhe aſſumed reſerve, 
while her eyes: were nnen with ſym- 


pathy. 


© I never yet, Henry, could arro- 
gate to myſelf the power of bleſſing 
you: I rather fear we have cauſed 
to each other mutual miſery — you 
„would have been happier had you 
© never ſeen me. 


6e It is too late to complain, Emily 

© —Say you pardon my error. — In 
* avenging it, you act beneath your- 
. O3 ſelf, 
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ac. ſelf, and I am finking beneath your 
* condemnation—you will not ſpeak 
* tome—why? —ls it ſo great, ſo 


“ arduous a trial, to comfort a man be- 


* 


reft of all Oh ! Heaven! Could I 


ever have fancied a ſcene like this!” 


f All the conſblation I can beſtow, 


and you. can receive, Henry, is 


© your due. Live — taſte domeſtic 
peace. | Your Mother, my dear 
© Eleanora, deſerves a ſon like you. 


For my ſake ſhe will not love you 


3 leſs. When I remember the hor- 


.*.rors of ſecluſion, I will . you 


for- her lake an q my own.“ 


. 7 Mother mh ber: ſhare 
of Emily's compliment in the moſt 
9 eee 


9 My Henry spe and en 


c © ed by the wholgoe Count de Marſan's 
family, 
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family, would ſpread happineſs a- 
* midſt a wide circle of noble and ge- 
© nerous friends. 


© I muſt aſſure Henry, whoſe good 
opinion J till value, that I boaſt no 
c arts ; I never left ſincerity behind 
© me in the race, but I was obliged 
to bring Henry up to a faithful 
mirror, in which he might plainly 
- behold himfelf ant]: me. 


L * *Y 


e Deareſt Emily,”—(and I preſſed 
her hand - to my parched lips) — 
% may you be happy as you deſerve 


cc to be II know not who can make 


« you ſo. You muſt condeſcend to 
© be bleſt—for me there remains no 


* 


. © more. The joy, the refined and 


« heavenly tranſport I feel this mo- 
«© ment, I owe to you. With you I 


* once hoped to ſhare much more.— 
. 0 2. 7 Ss % But, 
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4 But, — I muſt be content. For 
„ the gloomy journey that ſtretches. 
& itſelf far—very far—till the mental 
« viſion waſte — I am now prepared. 
„ — Farewell, my Emily! — I call 
ce you mine in this ſolemn hour! 
e Should Henry ever rife to your 
cc imagination in the ſolitary moment, 
remember — He lived to love you 
ce —and died —-adoring.— 
Is there then no hope ?” (exclaim- 
ed the lovelieſt of her ſex- and ſhe 
looked wildly) © What have I done, 
5M Eleanora ? Have I ſuffered him to 
lan guiſh till he is beyond my regard ! 
Heaven forbid—revive—revive— 
How pale ! — poor Henry ! — He 
has been neglected yet there is no 
mind in nature like my own, but 
his. Where may I complain—to 
whom may 1 communicate my ſor- 
| rows 
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* rows and hope relief ! What a blaſt- 
© ed deſert will the world be !—What 


© have I to doin it! 1— 


Emily, in her paroxyſm of terror 

had claſped one of my cold hands 
in hers, and raiſed it to her lips !—= 
What a touch ! My benignant fate, 
propitious to this bliſsful moment, 

had rendered me motionleſs on my 
pillow, but preſerved my ſenſes. I 
luxurioufly partook. of my dear en- 
ſlaver's tender woe. And anſwered 
her ſighs with ſecret ecſtacies What: 
an arcanum is mutual love! 

My Mother had violently rang the 
bell Friends and ſervants ruſhed in- 
to the room without diſtinction, to 

hom ſhe could only pronounce the 
name of Henry, pointing to the bed, 


before ſhe ſwooned away, and was 
1 carried 
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carried out for air, with Emily.— 
who was much 1 in the ſame reduced 


| ſtate. 


*. 


Whether this was the criſis of my 


love, or of my diſeaſe, or of both in 


4 


one, wiſer perſons tban me muſt 


determine: : but Emily proved my 
* beſt phyſician. In ſpite of the pon- 
derous corpuſcles with which my 
ſpirit was cloathed or ſurrounded, 
(according to the hypotheſis of old 
Doctor Lignumvitæ) from that hour 
I made ſwift progreſs towards health 


and ret 


When e recovered, and 
- ſharing alternately the delights of 


GS riendſhip and Conviviality, my ge- 


nerous Uncle, the Duke of BR, 
informed me with a ſmile, that old 


0 he was, he once had a wiſh to 
« ſecure 


| 
| 
| 
| 
; 
| 
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© ſecure my miſtreſs—I. caught her 
© napping, I aſfuce you Henry, when 
I came into that part of the coun” 
© try where De Marſan reſided. I 
did not then know ſhe was his 
© daughter, if I had, | ſhould have 
« tried how well ſhe could love me— 


© but now 1 am too late = Be happy, 
_ * worthy Henry, you alone deſerve 


© the prize.” 


Circumſtances continued to go on 
in a happy train, tranquillity filled 
every boſom, but that of the widow- 
ed Dorovontes, whom we invited to 
forgetfulneſs. We could reaſon but 


little with one who could reafon ſo 
much with himſelf He fully knew 
the neceſſity of obedience to the 
events he could not oppoſe ; and the 


certainty of ſeparation from all that 
can be beloved: ſeparation was for 
him the more agonizing, that bis 

"> SEV „ 
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joys were in their infancy, and cut 
off whilſt his imagination was glow- 
ing. We ſhared his penſiveneſs, we 


mourned with him his loſt Maria; 
and, as if unwilling to throw an alloy 
into our little cup of happineſs, this 
excellent moraliſt gradually became 


chearful. 


The vague idea of embarking for 


England had not recurred, nor taken 
hold of any of us. By endeavouring. 
to heighten the felicity of each other, 
we began to be cheated into ſecurity ;. 
and preparations were making for the 
nuptial ceremony, which was to give 
me all I wiſhed for, when Dorovontes 
received the following letter from. 


his friend.: 


© DEAR FRIEND, 
© SEARCH is till making ator 


e ä the younger — the elder is 


3 6. « till 
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ſtill a priſoner. Our acquaintance, 
Luzineere, who- was your ſchool- 
fellow, arrived yeſterday at my houſe: 
from the Caſtle of M „where 
he ſaw the royal unfortunate, airing 


in the court -· yard, attended by four 


military gentlemen, who walked 
with their ſwords drawn; but, in 


every other inſtance, appeared to be 


deeply impreſſed by reſpect for 
their priſoner, He was maſked; 
he ſpeaks little; never to any per- 
ſon but thoſe who guard him; his. 
accents ſound hollow; and, when: 


in a louder key, ſhrill, but mourn. 


ful. I forgot to inform you, in 
my laſt, that Dormoud, the Go- 
- vernor of the Caſtle, is reported to- 
have been privately murdered, but 
none can tell where or how—no-. 


thing new !—Another report pre- 


vails here, which is, that the Duke 
of B**#*#, is ſtill ſo valuable to the 
| v intereſt. 
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* intereſts and memory of the King, 


that he will ſoon be recalled; and 


an amneſty paſſed, whereby his 
friends will partake not only of free 
pardon, with the privilege of hav- 
ing their faults buried in oblivion; 
but to all, whoſe eſtates were con- 
fiſcated during the troubles 
France, imple amends will be made. 


| — Bon * 


of 


0 Your old friend, the Chinooller le 
Tellier,4 is in an ill {tate of health, 


and has been for ſome time —He is 
5 arrived at Verſailles. 


Will you pay me a. viſit this ſum- 


from M 


* 


mer at - 


I am going to my 


little villa; where J. Will expect 


you here you fhall have books 


and ſolitude, and my humble ſer- 


vices and attentions whenever you 
are diſpoſed to come down from 
75 9 8 contem plative heights. You are 


Fs con- 
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convinced of my ſhallow philoſo- 

© phy; I reaſon beſt on the nature of 

c things when I am under the prac- 
« tical effect of the vintage. Adieu! 


Remember you: faithful 
And affectionate, 


MIRONTE RE. 


By this account we perceived, Dor- 
moud had conſented to live by the 
plan we had marked out for him. He 
who had ſeen ſa many of his fellow 
creatures depart for the unknown 
ſhore, conſoling himfelf with the idea 
. that their departure left no chaſm in 
the world, and that the ſun would 
riſe ' with wonted ſplendor on the 
morrow, choſe to exiſt rather as an 
impoſtor, than ſuffer that form to diſ- 
folve in which his ſenſes had known 
their acme of delight. And yet it is 
„ a queſtion 


_ 


304 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES, 


a queſtion with me, whether to exiſt, 
. bereft of thoſe delights, is not to 


Dormoud a greater puniſhment than 
than. ſtate of annihilation he was uſed. 
to plead for. 


One great ſatisfaction we derived 
from the letter of Mirontere, which 
was, that the ſtate miniſters ſtill be- 
lieved my Father to be within their 


ſnares; and ſo deeply entangled, that 


his life hung hourly on the hair of 
royal mercy. I felt little fear on my 
own account; but the Count de Mar. 
ſan, whoſe extenſive poſſeſſions were 
diſpoſed of, and the gold they pro- 
duced unoccupied, thought it moſt 
prudent, as he had not already pur- 
chaſed, to fix his place of reſidence 


in England, allowing his purpoſe was- 


not objectionable to me and my fami- 
ly, The Duke of B**** perſiſted 
in the propriety of the meaſure ; but. 

1 Was 
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I was reſolved not to move, nor 
again to be driven on by fortune, 
without ſecuring the object who had 
ſo early uſurped, and ſtill kept the 
dominion of my ſoul. To heighten 
this ſcene, where love was preſiding, 
the eyes of the gentle- Lydia had ſtole 
a paſſage to the heart of Malnor— 
He no longer panted for the field of 
battle, where murder / aſſumes the 
garb of glory where, to plunge the 
bayonet in the human heart, is deem- 
ed meritorious. The lonely walk, the 
melody of the woodland choir, the 
gliding rivulet, gently murmuring as 
it purſued its deſtined courſe, un- 
troubled and unnoticed by paſſing 
min, ſuited Malnor. 1 


And why, Lydia,” (faid I one 
evening, as I met the artleſs maid) 
do you chufe this ſolitary grove? 
Is it that you come forth to admire 

| ay” 
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e the declining ſun, and to add to 
the evening adoration Nature pays 
„ him as he deſcends? Do you not 
t feel ſome perplexity - ſome little 
„ pleaſure mixed with fear at ſtray- 
„ing here alone? — This, I believe, 
« 1s Malnor's favourite walk.“ 
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I meant to be innocently miſchie- 
vous with Lydia. I gazed at her 
features—my queſtions were meant 
to ſet them in play ; to fill them with 
genuine expreſſion, that I might dif- 
cover her heart. The ladies will ſay | 
what buſineſs had Henry with the 
Heart of Lydia? I anſwer, not much 
| AI can only account for my offici- 
| ouſneſs by that univerſal defire,we all 
have of forming reſemblances. I he 
ſtag admires his reſemblance in the 
water, the conquering beauty glows 
with triumph in her glaſs, the artiſt 


patiently produces his reſemblance on 
. | the 
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the canvas, the ſun forms innume- 
rable reflexions of himſelf, the con- 
vert promotes the work of converſion, 
proſelytes, of every perſuaſion, are 
for making more; even the fop owns 


10 a likeneſs, perhaps an affinity, in the 


more honeſt monkey: and all this is 
the effect of ſympathy. And I, the 
warm, expecting votary of love, 
thought if the heart of Lydia melted 
like mine, its quality could not 
thereby alter, it could not be de- 
baſed. The pious Pilgrim wiſhes, 
when he ſets out for the tomb of the 
great Prophet, that many would join 
. him under the ſame heavenly influ 
ence. Then why might l not wiſh 
Lydia to be under my guiding ſtar? 
I certainly did, and the features of 
the maid were true to the workings 
of her heart. When I mentioned 
Malnor, ſhe bluſhed, her boſom vi— 
ſibly palpitated; in a moment ſhe 
1 with- 
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withdrew her charming eyes from 


mine, and appeared to be a little hurt 


by my infinuation, 


«© Who gave you that neſt of birds, 
© Lydia ?—Surely you were not the 
« robber? - 


She held a neſt of linnets in her: 
hand-newly-fledged.— 

© Malnor gave it me yeſterday, Sir, 
© —the little creatures will not eat, 


and I am going to place them 


* again in the buſh. he took _ 


© from !*- 


« How will you find the ſame 
« buſh?” -. | 


& With him:?—""" 


6. No, 
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No, Sir — I was ſhewed it by 
© my EM who was with him,” 


* 


ce Purſue your purpoſe, Lydia, it 
| & becomes you to be merciful.” | 


© Yes, Sir— (acquiring courage 
enough to look up) and afterwards 
© I ſhall go home—I meant to go 
home, Sir immediately to my Fa- | 
© ther—lI did not know this was | 
_ © Malnor's favourite walk. 


+106] e not doubt it, Lydia Do 

% you remember when you led me 
down the dangerous ſteep? Do 
you remember how ſtill the woods 
were—how fervid the ſun—how 
careful I was of you—I mean how 
careful you was of me?” 


ce 
cc 
ce 


6 


* 


Cc 


© Yes, Sir, I remember that—and 
© have often wondered to myſelf we 
5 did 
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« did not both fall—bleſs me, if 1 
© had been: killed, my poor Father 
c would have broke his heart.“ 


6 And if 1 had e I might 
&« have felt the conſequence at this 
„ moment. Good evening, Lydia, 
« your ideas are pure—you ſhrink 
& not from recollection.” 


We parted ; and, as virtue would 
have it, the ſame ſun that ſhone on 
the nuptials of Emily and me, bleſſed 
thoſe of - Malnor and Lydia—ſo that 
I had not guided her er and my 
own for nothing. 


An amnclty, was ſoon after paſſed 
by Louis. The Duke of B*#**#* was 
recalled. The Count de Marſan, my 
Father and Mother, my amiable wife 
and her two brothers, with myſelf ; 
after ſeeing Malnor and his family 


happy 
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happy in the poſſeſſions of Granſdine 
and Antonio, left little Marimette 
with the good Dorovontes, and em- 
barked for England; where we are 
ſafely arrived, whilſt Dormoud is 
keeping on the neceſlary ' diſguiſe, 
and prolonging his miſerable exiſ- 
tence by deceiving THE BRUTALIFY 
OF ,A KING. "FE 

My parents loving and beloved, 
taſte that chearfulneſs and content, 
which none can know who are on a 
dangerous ſummit, rocked in the 
chair of ſtate. | 


We admire the national character 

of the Engliſh, who appear to think 
much; to execute ſlowly; to be 
wrapped in ſuch general reſerve, that 
they intimidate each other, vhilſt 
thouſands, I believe, ſteal to the 
| grave 
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grave without taſting the charm of 


Friendſhip. 


This people will grow wiſer.— 
Since our arrival, two ſons and a 
daughter have bleſſed the boſom of 
my Emily ; from them we have con- 
cluded to keep the ſecret of their 
deſcent ; and I hope, ſhould thoſe 
papers, haſtily filled up, be ever 
found, my children will obey my laſt 
command; which is, never to ac- 
knowledge themſelves as the offspring 
of ee wa 

HERxRV CAPET, 


THE END. 


